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Gwenyth Hood 
Editor 
Maria has explained our tardiness, and what is more, she has also explained why we finally 
managed to get this issue out despite many distractions and troubles. We were inspired by the 
energy and creativity in these stories, poems and illustrations, and also by gentle nudges from the 
authors and artists. Hue is #27, and we hope you enjoy it. Letters of Comment about the stories, 
poems, illustrations, and the general direction of Mythopoeic art would be much appreciated for 
the upcoming issue, #28. We hope to publish it in early 2006 (tentative date, February), and t'1ue 
is some actual hope that we may do so, because I am on sabbatical this year. We look forward to 
hearing from many of you in letters of comment and submissions. 
AND FURTHERMORE .. 
M. Tatham 
Associate Editor 
Please remember that, though we are somewhat tame, we are not for young readers. With that in 
mind, open the pages and jow-ney to another planet, an altunate dimension, anothu moment in 
'something like history. You can stop to rest for a moment in Lewis's study at The Kilns, or simply 
stand to catch your breath in the halls of the sun ... Enjoy your visit inside The Mythic Circle, 
Was it a wolf or a /upoidbreathing down our necks and growling, get the issue ou" Whatevu it 
was, we wue no match for it and got busy ... for a time. Then Life showed up, slowing us down. So, 
an Elf Maiden came by to whisper a gentle rernindu. We got busy again. But, you know how Life can 
be. Soon the Danaids wue groaning, an ape gibbering, Polyxena intoning tragically, and centaurs 
. --~icking us without mercy. We hw-ried, but wuen't quick enough. Out of a whirlwind, in a chariot 
drawn by Twenty-One Blue Horses, came a King's Man--and he was mad. In his Hand Of Fate, he 
was wielding a lash, and not even peaceful Harmonia could prevent the sting ... Ouchi! But, at least 
... vou have the issue. 
Dear Readus: 
Editorial Comment 
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"The Kilns" first appeared in CSL: The Bulletin of the New York C.S. Lewis Society, Nov/Dec 
2004. Vol. 35, No. 6, Whole No. 404, and is reprinted with permission. 
To meet a man we never knew 
To tread the ground his feet have trod 
And deep of his anointing, drink 
To touch, through him, the face of God. 
To see his photos line the shelves 
To hear his poems, laced with lore 
To read his letters, frank and kind 
And weigh his words on will and war 
Then down the path and through the gate 
To rooms that echo with his thought 
Where lovers, friends, and brothers met 
And children played and scholars fought 
The taxi takes us back in time 
Past ivied wall and steeple spire 
To grounds and gardens steeped in joy 
And loss and fullness and desire 
by M. Lee Alexander 
(Upon Visiting the Home ofC. S. Lewis) 
The Kilns 
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Never thy fault that life's not lasting, 
that joy on Earth with hate's competing, 
that pain with pleasure is contrasting, 
that harmony is always fleeting. 
and next thy turn to drink of Lethe, 
and be reborn upon this Eartb- 
again and again, this cycle deathly, 
from birth until another birth. 
0 Harmony, sweet Harmony, 
thou mortal daughter of Aphrodite, 
married to Cadmus in parity, 
so Thebes felt happiness most rightly; 
thou lived that life most fully, and died, 
as mortals do on span of years; 
then, in the Elysian Fields, did 'bide, 
bringing contentment to thy compeers; 
by Joe R. Christopher 
The Reincarnations of Harmonia 
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live." 
"But why shouldn't we eat you?" said the lupoid. "It wouldn't be fitting to do otherwise." 
Joe Wright tried to think of a reason his savage captor would understand. Looking at the bodies 
of the other members of the expedition, the ones the lupoids had just slaughtered, he began, once 
again, to tremble. The·men lay sprawled as if they were dolls some careless child had spilled 
from a giant toy-box, pitched face-down or on their backs with sightless eyes staring up at the 
alien sky; their limbs in either case sprawling in awkward angles. Many of the bodies lay in 
spreading pools of blood. The lupoids prowled among them, emitting rumbling growls that Joe 
could practically feel vibrating through his chest. Standing a meter and a half at the withers, the 
great shaggy sentients carried spears or stone-headed clubs. They brandished them from time to 
time, the muscles in their shoulders and anns rippling as they walked with a curious stiff-legged 
gait. Occasionally, one of the lupoids would stop by a body and tear something from it, a bit of 
cloth from the uniform, a chronometer from the wrist or a piece of jewelry. Joe shuddered and 
looked away as one of the creatures used a sharp piece of flint to hack a hand from one of the 
corpses. 
Janson had said the wrong thing, something insulting, about how on Earth dogs were 
usually housebroken. That was what had started the massacre. Janson had always been an 
arrogant bastard. Joe supposed his arrogance must have come through even when he was 
speaking through his translation disc. He could have told Sergeant Janson that it was wiser to 
think of the lupoids as wolves rather than dogs. He could have told Janson that they were the 
wrong sorts to insult, especially when they had showed up in a pack and had come armed with 
clubs and spears. That is, he could have told him if Janson would have listened, not that Janson 
or anyone else ever listened to him. After all, Joe was just a mechanic, third-class. Just thinking 
about his low station made him feel like crying. A wave of self-pity flowed over him. Why 
should anybody care about him or what he thought? He was just a semi-skilled laborer, one who 
hadn't shown enough aptitude to rise within his job rating. To them he was nothing. A surge of 
memories of bis day-to-day humiliations overrode even bis present terror, and he began to sob, 
hot tears running down his cheeks freely. 
"What is this?" said the lupoid. "Is this your answer? I don't understand it." 
Joe heard both the sophisticated series of barks and snarls that was the lupoid's actual 
speech and the translator's version in Terran. As well as he could manage, he told the sentient 
beast why he was crying and heard it translated into a cacophony of mew lings and whimpers. 
"So this is why you didn't try to fight us as the others did," said the lupoid, his voice 
tinged with a contempt that carried through the translator. "We thought you were offering 
yourself as. meat., to requite the insult of the big one so this figlit would not go on and become a 
blood feud. But the reason you didn't try. to. fight like the others. is that you were afraid. You. are 
no. warrior. n 
''No,." said Joe miserably, "I'm nothing." 
''Not even a child? Not even an infant?" 
"Not even that," Joe said, sobbing. "I'm nothing, nothing at all." 
The Iupoid snarled· contemptuously. "You are too pitiful to kill' and· too wretched· to let 
by Tim Callahan 
The Way of the Wolf, The Way of the Stars 
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"I wish rd never been born," Joe sobbed. The humiliation of his existence now combined 
with the terror of the massacre to utterly overwhelm any sense of composure he had so far 
maintained. 
"Yes," said the lupoid, "that is the way of it. Everything about you needs to be changed. 
Since we have killed many of your tribe, and you cannot offer yourself as meat, perhaps we can 
end the feud by making you again. If you are nothing, you must be born before you can begin to 
be someone." He turned to the other lupoids, who were busy hacking trophies off the dead, and 
said, "S~ this one here? He hasn't been born yet." 
The others nodded, as though this made perfect sense. The one who had been speaking to 
Joe tied a rope around his neck, urged him to his feet and led him away. Now, for the first time 
since the slaughter had begun, Joe could see the area beyond the ship. Stealing a quick glance as 
his captor gave the rope a sharp tug, he tried to see if anyone had gotten away. Thankfully, Dr. 
Hopper was not among the dead. He had seen her running off toward a stand of trees and 
vanishing into the morning mists when the attack had started. After that he had simply frozen up 
and huddled at the base of the ship. He stumbled off after the lupoid as it tugged the leash 
repeatedly, hastening him toward their camp. Joe was struck by the irony. The dog had him on a 
leash. Of course, it wasn't a dog, though it resembled a wolf from its withers on down. Just 
ahead and above the withers were shoulders and anns similar to those of a human. All the 
vertebrates of this planet were six-legged and most were vaguely "centauroid." 
As they approached the camp, Joe turned quickly to get one last glimpse of the ship and 
the trees nearby. He knew it was next to useless. He wasn't likely to catch sight of her, 
assuming she was still alive. Dr. Jennifer Hopper was one of the few people in the expedition 
who had treated him with any perceptible courtesy. She was also the only woman among them. 
Usually crews and survey parties were more balanced. This just happened to be an odd situation, 
and Dr. Hopper just happened to be decent enough to be kind to a mechanic, third-class. There 
was no point in letting any fantasy go beyond that. Just because they were the only two 
survivors of the attack, Dr. Hopper wasn't going to have a fling with a low-level working guy 
like him. 
A sudden yank on the rope forced Joe to look away from the ship. As they entered the 
boundary of the camp, the acrid odor of male lupoid urine assailed his nostrils. Like terrestrial 
wolves, the lupoids marked their territory. His captor led him up to a large grizzled male who 
wore a head-dress of leather into which bones bad been tied, and said, "I have led the war party. 
I have wiped out the insult. I now return the chieftainship to you, Shaman." 
The grizzled male nodded and rumbled, "And this one here, Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood, 
is he to be eaten?" 
Looking at his captor closely, Joe saw a pattern where the lupoid's fur was indeed 
plastered down with a rusty, caked substance. 
''No, my chief, he is not born yet. When he has become a person and worthy of any 
respect, I wish to give him back to his tribe and let his return be a peace-gift," said Joe's captor. 
The grizzled one rumbled impressively again. "It is good. I approve. And will you take 
him for yours? If so, you had better get to your mate quickly. If he's to grow up tonight, he must 
be born soon." 
"Let it be as the shaman speaks," said Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood, and Jed Joe away. As 
they walked toward one of the hide tents, the lupoid said, "That was our peace-chief and shaman, 
Marks-Where-He-Will. Tonight he wil1 name you. But now you must be born. Long-Teats, 
come here! You must get pregnant right away." 
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A female lupoid, whose dugs did indeed bang down noticeably, walked up to them. She 
and Paints-his-Fur-With-Blood nuzzled briefly and sniffed each other's hind parts. Following 
that, Long-Teats circled Joe, looking at him curiously. "Is this the one I must give birth to?" she 
said. "If so, then I must know him." Joe jumped as be felt her muzzle push up against his 
buttocks. "He's all covered up," said Long-Teats. "I can't give birth to him like that. Pull it all 
off, unborn one." 
When Joe hesitated a moment, she reached up and tore part of his coveralls away. He 
hastily stripped, thankful that his translator disc was implanted just under the skin at the base of 
his throat. When he was finally naked, Long-Teats grabbed his ann and pulled him down, 
forcing him to lie on his belly with his face pressed against the dank-smelling soil. Joe felt her 
climb on top of him. As she settled herself against his back, he could feel the warmth of her 
belly and smeII her rank musk. He heard her bowl and shout, "Sisters, sisters, come and see. My 
husband has fed me strange food, and now I am pregnant. Yes, I feel it coming. I am about to 
give birth. II 
Out of the comer of his eye, Joe couldsee other females crowding around Long-Teats. 
Standing off a little way, Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood was looking on curiously. Suddenly, a rock 
whizzed by the male lupoid. Before he could react, another rock caught him squarely in the ribs. 
Then the females were on him, pulling his fur, punching him and snapping at his heels. 
"Get away! Get away!" they yelled. "Giving birth is women's magic. It is forbidden for 
men to watch." For a while Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood fought desperately, but soon the female 
pack drove him off in a humiliating rout. They yapped derisively. 
Long-Teats let out a howl, and the others gathered around her. Grunting, she edged 
herself forward over Joe's prostrate form moving down his body. At last she rose and cried out, 
''He is born. I have given birth this day!" 
One of the other females said, "Come, sisters, let us help Long-Teats with her whelp. 
See, he is helpless and all covered with her blood. Let us wash him." Before Joe could stop 
them, they had him held fast and were licking him. Soon, they had slathered him with their 
saliva from head to toe. He sat there shivering, and the females said, "Poor thing! Come, Long- 
Teats, your whelp needs you. Come and give him suck." 
Long-Teats took Joe in her arms and forced his head down to her belly, pushing his 
mouth against one of her dugs. Why wouldn't they just leave him alone? Once again an 
overpowering wave of self-pity and remorse took him and he started crying. It was humiliating, 
and he tried to stop, but only cried harder. Long-Teats tucked his head against the soft fur of her 
chest and rocked him, murmuring, "There, there, little one, there, there." 
Joe managed to stop crying and was aware of a commotion off in the distance. A party of 
males, headed by Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood, was coming toward the cluster of females. 
Despite much posturing and bravado on their part, it was plain to Joe that the males were 
approaching the "birthing" area with a respectful caution. 
"See, Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood?" said one of the females, "your wife has given birth 
today. Look at this son she has given you." 
The females made Joe stand up, and the males came and sniffed him curiously. "Now, 
here is a strange child," said Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood. "My mate got pregnant with him today 
and already he is born. J know he is ugly, but J accept him and say that this two-legs-missing- 
talks-through-his-throat is my own son." 
The males all nosed Joe and said, one after another, "Yes, he is of the tribe." 
They left after that, and Long-Teats once again enfolded and rocked him. The day was 
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wanning as the fullness of the afternoon sun bathed the plains. As Long-Teats rocked him, Joe 
felt his tension ebb. They .had said he was one of the tribe. For the first time that day he was 
sure the lupoids weren't going kill him. Pressed against the musty-scented fur of his adopted 
mother, he listened to the muffled beat of her heart until he slipped into a dreamless slumber. 
He didn't know how much time had passed when Long-Teats shook him awake, but the 
sun was low in the sky, and the two moons, huge and ghostly faint, were emerging from behind. 
mountain peaks on the opposite horizon. 
"Wake up, my cub," said Long-Teats urgently. "You must hide. My husband and the 
other males are angry with you and seek your death!" 
It made no sense, but neither did anything else that bad happened that day. The only 
thing that mattered was that they were going to kill him after all. "Where can I hide?" be said. 
"Come," she said, "there is a den where my cubs have often played. The men won't think 
to search for you there." 
He followed her to a rise in the ground that had been tunneled into. Even as he squeezed 
into the den's low chamber, he beard the shouts and howls of the males. Looking out the 
opening, he saw a confrontation unfold. As the males started to surround Long-Teats, the 
females ran up and started snarling at them. Finally, Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood seized Long- 
Teats and said, "Where have-you hidden him? Tell me. I know you are trying to save him, but 
he is a worthless child, and we will surely kill him." · 
"Indeed, my husband, he has fled. He bas gone far from here, fleeing your wrath." 
"You lie!" roared Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood. "You have hidden him somewhere close. 
Where is he?" 
"He is surely not here," said Long-Teats. "He is certainly not in that little den over 
there." She pointed directly at it, and Joe ducked back from the opening. What was she doing? 
Why was she calling attention to the place? ''No, he isn't hiding in there," she went on. "That is 
an unlucky place for cubs to hide. All cubs who hide in there will surely get caught." 
"Let us see," growled Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood. His face suddenly filled the opening 
and he let out a roar of exultation. "He is here! Quickly, let us dig him out, my brothers." 
One of the males hit a side of the den with a club, and it caved in. Joe kicked at them as 
they cleared away the clods of soil. Despite his frantic struggles, however, the males pulled him 
out easily. 
''No, don't kill me!" he shrieked. Seeing Long-Teats wringing her hands, be cried, "Save 
me, mother!" She ran forward, took his arm and tried to take him away from the males. They 
just pushed her away, laughing. 
"Help me, sisters. They are going to kill my cub!" wailed Long-Teats. The other females 
rushed up, only to fall back fearfully when the males brandished their weapons. As two males 
slung him over their low backs, Joe looked back, despairingly, at the females. Where was all the 
fight they'd shown when they drove Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood away from his "birth"? As the 
males carried him off, the females followed, whimpering and bowling about the poor little cub 
the men were going to kill. Their protestations died out shortly, though, and Joe realized it had 
all been a sham. Perhaps the females went through the ritual to absolve themselves of guilt over 
his death. 
The males carried him to a large, low tent off to one side of the camp. Jts walls were 
painted with representations of male lupoids, and a reek of urine assailed Joe's nostrils as they 
bore him through the entrance. As they roughly set him down, Joe tried to think of a way to keep 
them from killing him. 
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Even as he was desperately searching for words, a deep voice thundered, "What is that 
smell?" 
Looking up, Joe saw, silhouetted in the flickering torchlight, the massive form of the 
shaman-chief, Marks-Where-He-Will. Slitted eyes glittered in that looming mass of darkness as 
the shaman leaned forward and sniffed Joe. Looking up at that dark shape indistinctly framed 
against the soot-grimed walls of the tent, Joe felt himself shudder, and a little whining cry 
escaped his lips. 
"It is him," said Marks-Where-He-Will. "It is his fear." He prodded Joe and said, "Your 
fear has a petty, sickly smell. The sickly stench of your petty fear fills my nostrils. I will not 
have it! You are a worthless child and good for nothing more than meat. I will surely eat your 
flesh." 
Joe cowered away from the shaman, no words coming to his lips, though he tried to beg 
for his life. He saw Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood prowl forward from the shadows to stand next to 
Marks-Where-He-Will. "Why did you bring him here, Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood?" 
"He was so pitiful, and I thought he could learn to be a person. Yet, I see now that it is 
too late. He is a worthless child, and I doubt that he is even worth eating. 11 
Joe began to weep bitterly, his humiliation outweighing even his paralyzing fear. His 
true worthlessness was obvious even to these savages. Now he didn't even have his job title, 
mechanic, third-class. Little as it was, it had still given bis life some minor meaning. Without 
even that to define him, he was nothing. 
''He probably isn't worth eating," the shaman rumbled in agreement, "but none may enter 
the Men's Tent except warriors or prey. He is not a warrior, so he must die, and I will surely eat 
his flesh. Now, what should I eat first, part of his leg? No. He is missing two legs already. 
Perhaps I will drink some of his blood." 
Another male came out of the shadows and scrutinized Joe. A necklace of canine teeth 
caught the light as he leaned forward. "He has too many fingers," said the newcomer, seizing 
Joe's right hand and holding it up to his own four-fingered hand. 
"Wears-His-Enemies'-Teeth speaks the truth," said the shaman. "I will eat one of those 
fingers." 
Joe tried to pull his hand away, but Wears-His-Enemies'-Teeth held it fast. Paints-His- 
Fur-With-Blood picked up a crude stone chopping tool. The other males held Joe fast as Wears- 
His-Enemies'-Teeth stretched the five-fingered hand over a flat stone. Joe tried to look away as 
Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood slowly raised the chopper. Two of the other males not only turned 
his head to face the scene, but forced his eyelids apart as well. The chopper fell, and Joe 
screamed in pain as it bit into the bone of his little finger. Echoing his scream, the males threw 
back their heads and howled. Joe hoped that one blow would take the finger off. But as he 
looked he saw that though the finger was bent back at a crazy angle, though the bone was 
broken, and dark blood was oozing from the mangled and contused wound, the finger was still 
attached. He shuddered as his finger throbbed with pain. The chopper rose once more. Again it 
fell, and again his agonized scream was echoed by a chorus of howls. A small artery bled in 
intermittent spurts. The bone was severed completely, if not cleanly. The finger was held on by 
a mere strip of flesh. As the chopper fell for the third time, Joe felt faint and sick. One of the 
males shoved a smoldering twig under his nose, and Joe felt his throat go numb, and both a wave 
of dizziness 
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and subtle distortion of his senses washed through him as he breathed in the acrid-smelling 
smoke. 
They propped him up and held a torch near, so he could see. He was dimly aware of 
more pain and smelled burning flesh as they cauterized his finger-stump. But most of his 
attention was focused on the shaman, who slowly chewed the severed finger. Marks-Where-He- 
Will swallowed it and sniffed the air. 
"It is good," said the shaman. "His terror was neither sickly nor petty. It was the full- 
th.roated fear of one who meets death. He was a worthless child, but now he is gone. The child 
is dead!" 
As though from a distance, Joe heard the others shout, "The child is dead!" It felt good to 
be dead. He didn't have to feel ashamed anymore. The drums the males were beating set up a 
monotonous throbbing that dulled his senses, and he felt a serenity he didn't remember ever 
feeling before. 
"You are in the land of the spirits now," said a voice. The shaman's face filled his field of 
vision. "Tell us what the spirits are telling you." 
Nothing came to Joe's mind. No voices disturbed his serenity. He was no longer within 
the close, smoky tent. Now he was standing on an expanse of plains that stretched away toward 
distant mountains. A herd of high-shouldered plant-eaters dug roots out of the ground with their 
strong, dull-clawed bands. He had always enjoyed watching their tall forms lumber across the 
flat vistas. They were nearly as large as elephants, but their shape reminded him vaguely of 
giraffes and horses. One of them turned to him, bellowing a challenge. Flat slabs of muscle 
... bunched at the shoulder ridge lying just above the withers, as the great beast lifted a tree trunk, 
waved it over bis head and hurled it at Joe's feet. Tossing his blunt, horse-like head, the creature 
seemed to speak to him. Was he warning him away? Joe couldn't make out the words. They 
were probably just animal sounds, after all. Dr. Hopper had said that these animals weren't full 
sapients, like the lupoids were. 
"One of the great ones spoke to you? Challenged you? That is a potent sign. The spirits 
have given you a hard task, but we will help you." The plains vanished from before his eyes. 
Joe saw the grizzled face of the shaman, his muzzle inches away, watching him intently. "Come, 
brothers," the shaman said, still peering at Joe, "we have killed the child and sent his soul to the 
spirit world. Now we must call it back and give birth to the man. Women give birth to children, 
but only men can give birth to a man. Today he was born of a woman's blood. Tonight he will 
be born of the blood of men and be a child no more. Who will help me give birth, that this one 
may prove his worth and become a warrior?" 
"I will," said Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood. 
"And I," said Wears-His-Enemies'-Teeth. 
The two stood on either side of Marks-Where-He-Will and held their arms over Joe's 
head. The shaman gashed their arms and then his own. Hot and thick, their blood trickled down 
over Joe's head and shoulders. Crimson streams poured down his body, thickening to a mire in 
the hairs of his chest. 
"When a child is born, the women lick the mother's blood from its body," said the 
shaman, "but this one is not born until he proves himself a warrior. The blood cannot be washed 
off. He must wear it." 
"He must wear it. He must wear it," echoed the other males. They pulled Joe to his feet 
and urged him out of the tent. Prodding him whenever he hesitated, they Jed him across the wide 
plains. Silvering the entire landscape, the two moons rode high in the clear evening. Behind 
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them, a patch of blackness covering almost a quarter of the heavens created a starless void, a 
bole punched in the night sky. 
"Do not look upon it, Two-Legs-Missing, .. said Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood. "It is the 
Hole-In-The-Sky, where you enter the spirit world. Look too long upon it and the spirits will 
come and snatch your soul away." 
To a certain degree the lupoid was right. The black hole he was speaking of was 
dangerous. One of the reasons for the expedition was to determine the practicality of evacuating 
the life forms of this planet to another world. In less than a million years this world and all that 
was in it would be sucked into the cosmic maelstrom of that great emptiness. 
Forcing himself to look away from it, Joe ran to keep up with the loping gait of the 
lupoids as they fanned out around the herd of the great ones. It hadn't been hard to find. There 
was little, after all, that the great ones had to fear. Marks-Where-He-Will motioned Joe forward. 
The bunting party was spread out along a low rise sheltering the herd. Trying to put the 
throbbing ache in his hand out of his mind as much as possible, Joe clutched the spear they had 
given him rightly as he hastened to join the shaman. 
''You must be the one to strilce the killing blow," the lupoid whispered as Joe reached 
him. "For, was it not your vision that brought us to the great ones? .. 
Before Joe could answer, before he could explain that he was no hunter and hadn't the 
skill to bring down one of the great beasts, a sudden wind gusted, carrying their scent to the 
sleeping herd. In a moment, the huge beasts were up and stampeding, their bellows and the 
thunder of their hooves nearly drowning out the howls of the lupoids as they started in pursuit. 
Impressive as the earthshaking rumble of the great ones' stampede was, the pack, even Joe, had 
no trouble catching up to them. The calves, in particular, were slow in comparison to the 
wolves. The fastest members of the pack had almost succeeded in cutting one of them out, when 
a huge bull suddenly broke back and charged the lupoids. As individuals they were no match for 
the bull and hastily dodged out of his way. 
By the time the main pack had come up on the lone great one, the rest of the herd had 
gained in its flight, and the calf that had been the initial target of their hunt had fled to safety. 
The lupoids cautiously surrounded the bull. A few of them tried to bypass him, but he picked up 
a small boulder and hurled it after them. In the time it took them to dodge that and other missiles 
the great one threw, the herd was beyond the reach of the pack. 
Now the lupoids began to close in. One at a time they dashed toward the bull to draw its 
attention, while the other members of the hunting party threw their spears. Soon the great beast 
had spears sticking out of both sides of his body. Blood poured freely from the wounds, and the 
beast's breathing was becoming labored. Joe could see that, impressive as he was, the bull was 
well past his prime. 
"You must go this time," said Wears-His-Enemies'-Teeth. Joe felt a hand pushing at the 
small of his back. Dashing forward, be found himself face to face with the great one. Between 
them was a fallen tree. Bending down, the bull picked up the log and brandished it in both 
hands. Joe stood frozen before the mighty beast as it raised the Jog over its head. 
"Go 'way! You go 'way!" the bull bellowed. 1t could speak! But Dr. Hopper had said 
the great ones weren't fully sentient. The log splintered at Joe's feet as the bull threw it down. 
Even as it did so, one of the lupoids rushed in and swung a stone-headed club at one of the prey's 
hind legs. The bull let out a bellow as its leg gave way. Toppling like a tree struck by lightning, 
the beast collapsed. 
Instantly the Jupoids were upon it, driving their spears into its innards, while Joe stood 
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by, horrified. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry," he said over and over. The bull turned his agonized face 
toward him as the translator converted Joe's words first into the language of the lupoids, then into 
the simple speech of the great ones. 
"What is this?" said the shaman. "You can speak the language of the great ones? You 
must ask him to forgive us for killing him and ask ifhe will bless us." 
For a moment Joe stared incredulously at the lupoid, then, kneeling by the great one's 
head, he took one of its hands between his own and said, weeping. "Will you forgive us?" 
"Old," said the bull. "Long time now I hear old bulls call ·me. This good time to die. 
This good way. I save calves from you. I forgive." 
"He forgives us," said Joe, relief mingling with grief in the tears that ran down his face. 
"And the blessing?" said Marks-Where-He-Will. 
Joe turned back to the dying bull. "Do you bless us?" 
"Old bulls calling. Send me quick. I bless." 
"He blesses us, but we must kill him quickly." 
"Yes," said the shaman, "you must kill him quickly." 
"Me?" 
"Yes. It is your vision." 
The lupoid who had toppled the bull, now came up to Joe and said, "I am called Biggest 
Club. Use my weapon. Strike him at the base of his skull" 
Taking the stone-headed club, Joe walked around behind the bull. As he raised the club 
over his head he heard the bull say, "Strike well, little one." He brought it down hard and fast. 
The beast twitched once, as the stone head crushed the back of its skull, then lay still. Dropping 
the club, Joe fell to his knees and cradled the great one's head in his lap while he wept..« 
"That is the same noise he made when I first found him, and he hadn't been born yet," 
said Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood gruffly, "What are you crying about now?" 
"I'm weeping for him," Joe managed to sob. . 
"lt is good," said Marks-Where-He-Will. "It is good to mourn our brother, the great one, 
who gave his life that we might eat and live." The shaman gently pulled Joe's arms away, and 
-- the bull's head dropped into the dirt. Blood was welling from the many wounds in the creature's 
carcass, forming dark puddles in the moonlight and giving off a pungent odor. Leading Joe to 
one of the puddles, the shaman carefully uncurled one of the dead, stiffening hands of the great 
one and dipped it in the blood. He motioned Joe forward and pressed the bull's hand against his 
chest. The bloody print of the great one's hand covered Joe from his collarbone to his navel. 
The other lupoids had been busy hacking off strips of meat and making a fire on a nearby 
hillock, but all turned as the shaman called out, "Hear me, brothers! I say this two-legs-missing 
is a person. He is a warrior. I give him a name. From now on let him be called 'Weeps-For- 
The-Prey'." 
The other wolves threw back their heads and howled. It was an affirmation. Joe realized 
for the first time that he really was a person. The deep compassion he had felt for the great one 
widened to include the savage pack of lupoids, who had done all this to make a worthwhile being 
of him when they might well have killed him out of hand. 
"Come, Weeps-For-The-Prey," said Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood, "let us join with the 
others and eat of the flesh of the great one." As Joe hesitated, the lupoid said, "Come. Was it not 
his will that we eat his meat? Did he not bless us? His spirit wilJ be offended if you do not taste 
his flesh. You must honor him and accept the gift he has given." 
And so it was that Joe sat down with the other males and ate the freshly cooked flesh of 
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the being he had only recently spoken to and wept over. 
"The women will be here soon," said Wears-His-Enemies'-Teeth, as he tore bits of meat 
from a piece of rib. 
Was there something significant about that? "How do they know we're here?" said Joe. 
'They see our fire here on the hill"," said the shaman. "One of us told them we were 
hunting the great ones as we left. They knew that we would not make a fire unless our hunt was 
successful. They are moving the camp. Tonight the most important of the sisters will come. 
Tomorrow the others will bring the cubs, and we will go back and bring the Men's Tent. Women 
dare not touch it." 
"But why are you moving the camp?" 
"It is easier, Weeps-for-the-Prey, to move the camp to the carcass of the great one, than to 
move the body to the camp. Tomorrow you will help us with the Men's Tent, but tonight the 
elder sisters must see you and hear your name." 
"And that's a11?" said Joe. "They just need to know my name?" 
The shaman didn't answer, and Joe decided it might not be a good idea to ask a second 
time. In any case, he didn't have long to wait. Howls in the near distance heralded the approach 
of the women, and shortly two lupoid silhouettes topped a nearby rise. From the barks and 
growls just beyond that rise, Joe could tell there were many more of the women here. For some 
reason the others were hanging back. 
"Come," said Marks-Where-He-Will. "The women don't know you and must hear your 
name." He led Joe forward and said, "Hear me, sisters. This is Weeps-For-The-Prey. He is a 
person, now." 
One of the women, who, Joe could see, was wearing the skin of some animal over her 
fur, said, "Hear me, shaman. I, Wears-Her-Sister's-Skin, am eldest of the women of the pack. 
You say this one called Weeps-for-the-Prey--whom we do not know-is a person. But is he a 
man?" 
"I don't think he is," said the other woman in a taunting voice. "I don't think he can stand 
up." Joe was shocked when he recognized the other woman. It was Long-Teats. 
"I say he can," said one of the males, "and I should know. I am not called 'Biggest Club' 
for one reason only." 
Behind the rise, other females laughed and hooted. 
Wears-Her-Sister's-Skin raised an arm for silence. "Ifhe is a man," she said, "let him 
prove it now. Bring forth the one we captured, sisters." 
The females surged over the rise, pushing a cowering, two-legged being ahead of them. 
It was a moment before it registered in Joe's mind that this was a human woman. Dirty, 
disheveled and naked, Dr. Jennifer Hopper still looked quite beautiful. 
"This is Four-Teats-Missing, a two-legs-missing female," said Wears-Her-Sister's-Skin, 
"just as he is a two-legs-missing male. If Weeps-For-The-Prey is a man, let him rut with her." 
"Yes," agreed the shaman, "he must rut with her. 0 
"He must rut with her! He must rut with her!" shouted the males and females together. 
Paints-His-Fur-With-Blood gave Joe a push, and the two humans found themselves standing 
inches away from each other. 
"Dr. Hopper, I'm sorry," said Joe. "l--1 really don't know what to do." 
The Jupoids formed a circle around them and, slapping their hands on the ground in time 
with their voices, chanted, "Rut!" 
"We've got to, Joe," she said. "lfwe don't, they'll be offended. They may kill us over the 
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"I'm still troubled about his refusal to have that finger regenerated." Joe could hear their voices 
through the small opening in the doorway. The chip of scrap metal he'd dropped at the threshold 
kept the door from sealing completely. His ears, sharper now by far than when he had left for 
the planet, easily picked up the conversation from which they thought they had excluded him. 
All his senses were heightened now, in spite of the drugs they had given him. At first he thought 
he had lost his sense of smell. Then it occurred to him that there were no odors to be smelled on 
the ship. Coming from a world redolent with rich smells, he found it unnerving to be held in a 
place where even the toilets were automatically purged of any discernible scent. His attempts to 
create odors in his own room were met with extreme disapproval. 
"Perhaps we should just go ahead and overrule him," the voice went on. ft was 
They were still dancing when. the hovercraft made its. approach. Harsh lights glared down on the 
pack. Howling in dismay, the lupoids scattered in all directions. Dr. Hopper ran toward the 
approaching hovercraft, while Joe picked up a spear. Holding his free hand in front of his eyes, 
be brandished the spear at the oncoming threat. 
"This way, Joe, this way,'1 said Dr. Hopper. "We're being rescued." Her words made no 
sense to him. How could this horrible thing, that was creating such a battering wind, be rescuing 
them? And from what? He turned and ran after the pack. 
Behind him, he heard the thing pause briefly, then start up again. As the machine rose 
into the air, its lights threw his shadow ahead of him at crazy angles. He was catching up with 
some of the fleeing pack when he saw his shadow shrink from before him. The flier came down 
and hovered in front of him, cutting him off from the other wolves. Letting out a howl of 
frustration, he hurled his spear at the tormentor. It bounced harmlessly off one of the lights. A 
muffled shot answered his attack. The projectile his unseen assailant had fired, struck him in the 
chest. Looking down, he saw with a comer of his mind that still thought like a human being, 
what it identified as a tranquilizer dart. 
insult, like they killed the others." 
Joe looked down, ashamed. "But, I can't. I just can 't. " 
The ground resounded with the sound of the lupoids' palms as they pounded their 
insistent beat. 
Without any warning, Dr. Hopper grabbed him and pulled him to her. Gasping at the 
sudden shock as her body pressed against his, he felt a tension gather in him and pulled her to the 
ground. The earth throbbed beneath them as fists replaced palms, and the drumming quickened. 
Joe's cry of release was echoed by the howls of the pack. 
"He is a person," said Marks- Where-He-Will. 
1'He is a man," said Wears-Her-Sister's-Skin. 
"Tonight the hunt has been good, and the pack has gained a new warrior," said the 
shaman. "Let us rejoice and dance!" The wolves moved in a shuffling circle around Joe and Dr. 
Hopper, rhythmically slapping their hands on the ground. 
"Dance!" cried Paints-His-Far-With-Blood. Joe moved tentatively. Looking over at Dr. 
Hopper, he was startled at the sensuousness of her movements. She returned his startled gaze 
with a tender, frightened look. Had she cared for him all along? Taking her in his arms, he felt 
her shudder. He wanted to hold her closer, to tell he would protect her, to tell her not to be 
afraid; but the tempo had quickened, and the pack forced them to keep dancing. As the moons 
began to set, and the sky started to lighten, the dance went on. 
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Lieutenant Bascombe, head of maintenance, Joe's superior. "It's upsetting the other maintenance 
personnel, what with that spur of bone sticking out." 
"Well, I can talk to your people about it, if you like," said Dr. Perkins. "A few 
counseling sessions--" 
"No, thank you! The last thing I need on my departmental reports is a series of 
psychiatric sessions for the department personnel in general. You know how that makes me 
look?" As usual, the Lieutenant's voice had an edge of tension to it. "This whole affair with 
Wright is bad enough. Do you have any idea how soon you can get him back on duty? Or when 
you can even get him to grow a new finger? Damn it all, you'd think he'd want his finger back. 11 
Joe heard the faint creak of a chair being pushed back. The psychiatrist cleared his 
throat. Just picking up those two sounds, Joe knew that in the adjoining room Dr. Perkins was 
stecpling his hands and looking like a professor about to begin a lecture. "Often," the doctor 
said, "trauma victims will identify with the agent of their traumatic experience, forming a sort of 
perverse bond, as it were. Attempts to override this bonding usually provoke antisocial behavior. 
Therefore-'' 
"Is that why he pissed in his room?" snapped Bascombe. 
"Well, now you see, that's part of the identification process. The lupoids were his 
tormentors. They mark their territory with urine. He identifies with his tormentors. Ergo, he 
mimics their behavior. It's an interesting phenomenon. I've written a paper on it and have it on 
disk, if you'd care to look at it." 
Letting out an exasperated sigh, Bascombe said, "Duty. When can he go back on duty?" 
"Actually, light duty might be rather therapeutic. So, if you want to assign him to 
anything that's not too crucial, you can start now." 
"Good. At least something's going right. I'll assign him to routine maintenance on the 
shuttle carrying the bodies of those fanatics. That way I won't have useful people wasting their 
time with that crap. 11 
"Ah, the space-worshipers," said Dr. Perkins. ''Now they're an interesting phenomenon. 
You see--" 
"Yeah, sure. You've written a paper on it. Fine. Right now I'd like to know how long we 
have to wait for Wright to agree to get that damn finger regenerated. Or when we finally go in 
and do it whether he likes it or not." 
"Well, actually, I haven't written a paper on this new religion, but that's not a bad idea. I 
could interview this priest or whatever he is and possibly do a psychiatric profile on him. As to 
the finger, let's just wait. It's important that Joe feels he is of some importance and has some 
control over his life." 
"But he isn't important," said Bascombe. "He's a mechanic, third-class. That's all and 
that's nothing." 
"Yes, I agree. But, for him to fit in again, he has to at least/eel important. Now, about 
this priest, how long is he likely to be on board?" 
''Not long, ifl can help it. With every damn mission that goes out of this base, whether it 
goes to the planet or to investigate the black hole, manned or unmanned, it's all on my head if 
anything goes wrong. We've got scientists carping at us because they can't get their pet projects 
moving fast enough to be the first ones to publish on this or that aspect of black holes. And what 
does the C.O. do? He gives priority clearance to this religious nut so he can perform some weird 
burial ceremony and dump the bodies of the faithful into a singularity. As if I wasn't far enough 
behind schedule. Speaking of which, where the hell is this Hopper woman? I've got things to 
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Joe felt a sudden thrill at the sound of Dr. Hopper's name. They hadn't allowed him to 
see her since they'd taken him back onboard. He heard Dr. Perkins say, "She's due any minute. I 
think that before we let them meet, I should talk to Joe again." He was going to see her! Hastily, 
he moved away from the door, so Dr. Perkins would find him seated at the chair, staring at the 
wall. 
After he had been ushered into Dr. Perkins' office, Joe sat staring at the floor while he 
waited for the questioning to begin. He knew he must answer with as little show of emotion as 
possible, or they might drug him again. He shouldn't fidget either, but he couldn't help feeling 
the spot at the base of his throat where the translation disc bad been. 
"Now, Joe," said Dr. Perkins, "I know we talked earlier, and you agreed not to urinate in 
your room anymore, so we won't have to give you those shots that make you dizzy. Ordinarily, 
that would be it for today, but Lieutenant Bascombe has some good news for you, and I have a 
visitor I want you to talk to. Lieutenant, why don't you give Joe his duty chit." 
Bascombe handed Joe the slip noting his assignment and muttered some words about 
"routine maintenance", while Dr. Perk.ins looked on, beaming. "So, Joe,11 he said, "bow does it 
feel to be going back to work?" 
Joe managed a smile and nodded. "Fine, yeah, it'll be good." He knew the two men were 
staring at him and, in his nervous agitation, ran his fingers back and forth over the spot where his 
translation disc had been. 
"Something wrong with your throat, Joe?" 
'The disc is gone." 
"Yes. They took it out in emergency when we got you back. You don't need it anymore. 
It's a pity you had to have the duty when the incident happened, but you're never going back 
there again; so don't worry about the translation disc. Ah, here's our visitor." 
Joe froze as be heard the door slide open and shut. Sitting rigidly, staring fixedly at the 
floor, be still saw movement out of the comer of his eye and realized that Dr. Hopper had just sat 
down opposite him. 
"Well, Joe, here's Dr. Hopper," said Perkins. "I know you two might be a little uneasy 
around each other because of the nature of the traumatic experience you shared on the planet, but 
we need to discuss some things to help everyone get better. You're getting better, aren't you, Dr. 
Hopper?" 
"Oh, yes," she said. She was near to Joe and he ached to see her. Still, he somehow 
couldn't bring himself to look at her. Suppose she had changed? He had cherished the moment 
when be could say what he wanted to her. Through all the time he had been kept on the ship, it 
was the one thing be could feel good about. But what if she didn't feel the same as she had that 
night on the planet? 
"Joe's doing better too. Tomorrow, he'll be back on duty." 
"I'm pleased to hear that," she said tonelessly. 
''Now, Joe," Dr. Perkins said in the tone Joe thought of as the doctor's "sincere" voice, 
"you were telling me of certain feelings you have for Dr. Hopper. Would you care to talk about 
those feelings?" 
Joe looked up at Dr. Perkins, horrified, and shook his head. Wasn't that supposed to be 
private? Why was he talking about it in front of her and Lieutenant Bascombe? 
"Well, I'm afraid we do have to talk about those feelings, Joe. Otherwise, I'm afraid 
you'll hang on to certain delusions you have about Dr. Hopper." Perkins turned to her and said, 
do." 
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He didn't start light duty until three days later, when they finally let him out of the locked room. 
He was just beginning the basic check on the shuttle when he met the priest. 
"At last," said a resonant voice, "our brothers and sisters will ride to the Translation 
Point. It's good of you to help them to their new birth." 
It was a moment before Joe realized that the man was speaking to him and thanking him. 
"I'm just a mechanic," he said, avoiding the man's eyes. There was nothing remarkable about his 
looks, but the man seemed charged with energy, and Joe felt uncomfortable around him. 
"Well, we can't get there without you. What's your name?" 
"Joe." 
"I am Sirius." He laughed then. "Of course that's my new name. We all name ourselves 
after stars." 
"Do you worship stars?" asked Joe. 
''No, the Way of the Stars is a path to God. We don't worship things. lfwe worshipped 
stars we couldn't be named after them." 
"You all have special names?" 
"Yes. We're all special." Sirius laughed again, a rich laugh that seemed to we11 up from 
"You see, Dr. Hopper, Joe is under the impression that you enjoyed the sexual act the lupoids 
forced the two of you to perform. He has certain strong feelings about you, based on this 
assumption, and feels that you reciprocate those feelings. Now, it's important that we get to the 
truth of this matter. Did you enjoy the sexual act?" 
"No, .. she said. KJt was disgusting and humiliating." 
"And do you have any feelings of love or desire for Joe?" 
''No, of course not." 
"You don't bate him, do you?" 
"No, What happened wasn't his fault. We were both victims. Just something we have to 
get through." 
"Thank you, Dr. Hopper," said Perkins. He turned back to Joe and said, ''I know this is 
painful for you, Joe; but it's necessary for your readjustment to society. I think you should thank 
Dr. Hopper--" 
"It's as though nothing happened, isn't it?" Joe burst out. He turned his anguished face to 
look at Dr. Hopper. "It didn't mean anything, did it?" 
"Oh, Joe!" Suddenly Dr. Hopper looked shocked and stricken. "It did happen, Joe. 
Never forget that." 
"Dr. Hopper, I think you might be creating the wrong impression," said Perkins hastily. 
"And it did mean something, Joe. It did." 
"I think that will be all, Dr. Hopper," Perkins said firmly. "And now I think Joe's 
probably getting too agitated. Orderly, take Joe to the treatment room." 
For all that Joe struggled, the beefy orderly bad little trouble gagging him and gently, but 
firmly, removing him from Perkins' office. As he was being wrestled out the door, Joe heard Dr. 
Perkins say, "Now, Jenny, that wasn't part of the script, was it? I thought we had agreed on the 
script. That last little outburst of yours was rather an antisocial act and there was an element of 
sabotage in it. I just wonder if we weren't overly optimistic in giving such a positive report in 
your psych review. Perhaps we took you off tranquilizers too soon." 
''No, no, really, rm fme," she protested. The door slid shut, cutting off the rest of her 
words, and Joe never saw her again. 
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The shuttle was just beyond the point where he should have jettisoned the bodies when the 
Dr. Perkins skim.med the request Bascombe had handed him and then looked at Joe. "You were 
seen talking to that priest," he said. "This desire to make the run doesn't come from something 
he said, does it?" 
"No," said Joe. "I just want to show that I'm ready to resume full duty. I am qualified to 
pilot the shuttle." 
"Well, Joe, I wonder if you're really ready to take on full duties. If you had your choice, 
what do you think you'd want to do after you make this run?" 
"Well," said Joe, smiling meekly, "I thought I'd get that fmger looked after, you know, 
get it regenerated and stuff." 
Dr. Perkins smiled and extended his hand. "Good for you, Joe, I think you've licked this 
thing." He turned to Bascombe and said, "Is there any problem with Joe making this run? ... 
"No," said Bascombe absently, as he poured over printouts, "it'll free up someone we 
need." Joe started to go, and Bascombe looked up. "One thing, Wright," he said, "that priest 
does the ceremony here, and then you take off and dump the bodies. I don't want that fanatic on 
board the shuttle. Got it?" Joe nodded, smiling. 
Joe looked around to see if anyone was watching. He wasn't sure they were limiting their 
observation of him to on-the-spot checkers. They might be using remotes. Motioning Sirius to 
him, Joe whispered in his ear. 
"Now, that is a special name," said Sirius. "You'll have to tell me how you got it." Joe 
drew away from him, suddenly suspicious. What if Sirius were to report their conversation to 
Dr, Perkins? "Well, some other time," said the priest and laughed again. 
"Why are you so happy?" 
"Because," said Sirius, spreading his arms, "the universe is so wonderful" 
"Oh?" 
"Yes. Just look at it, Joe!" Sirius gestured at the stars shining in through the shuttle bats 
large ports. "You know, every new discovery that gives us answers, also creates new questions. 
The more we know, the more mystery we find. The universe will always be new for us. Isn't 
that splendid?" 
It was splendid. Joe couldn't answer. Ifhe spoke, he was afraid he might start crying. 
He looked out at the panorama of stars, only to be jolted by the empty darkness of the black hole. 
"The-Hole-In-The-Sky!" be blurted, pointing at it. 
"Yes," said Sirius excitedly, "that's exactly what it is. It's the Translation Point. 
Everything in the universe goes in to be made over. Then it comes out at the white bursts. And 
do you know what lies between the black holes and the white bursts, whaf s inside all the black 
holes?" 
Joe shook his head. 
Sirius chuckled. "That's where God lives," he said. 
After Sirius left, Joe approached his work on the shuttle with a new sense of purpose. 
Now be knew what he had to do. 
me?" 
a soul filled with delight. 
'1 have a special name," said Joe, furtively. 
"Really?" said Sirius, seeming genuinely interested. "Would you care to share it with 
The Mythic Circle #27, pg.21 
hyperspatial communicator buzzed. Despite his obvious attempt to sound calm and rational, 
Lieutenant Bascombe's voice betrayed a certain agitation. "Program a course correction, Wright. 
You've passed the jettison point. Now, dump the bodies and tum around." 
Joe accelerated without bothering to answer. 
"What the hell is he doing? Wright, if you don't respond, we'll override your program 
and set our own parameters. Now, punch in a course correction." 
"I'm on it, sir," Joe said and punched in a program that would guide the shuttle to the 
planet. Having previously disabled the sending device, he knew that the programmed course 
change would arrive at the base in such a garbled form that they'd waste valuable time decoding 
it before they could act. 
''Now, Joe," said Dr. Perkins' voice, "you know that risk-taking--and that's exactly what 
you're doing now-is a sign of improper socialization. I have to tell you that if you continue this 
risk-taking, we'll have to do a new evaluation, one that might prove less than favorable. I am 
glad you've punched in the course change, but you should also jettison those--uh, the cargo--and 
start braking before you get too deep in the black hole's gravity well. You know, if you don't 
tum pretty soon you'll hit a point where the tidal forces will tear the shuttle apart, and you won't 
be able to bail out in the escape pod, because when the fuel tank explodcs--and it will--you'll be 
vaporized. Now come on back. 11 
Joe heeled the shuttle over slightly in a move that could be considered the first stage of 
coming about. It also turned him toward the planet. He didn't bother jettisoning the bodies. 
"Damnl He's headed for the planet. Override that new program," shouted Bascombe. 
"Can you bring him back?" said Dr. Perkins. 
''Not until we complete the override on this latest course he punched in. The shuttle will 
only respond to corrections in the latest logged course. Try to talk him back in while I work on 
this." 
"Can you hear me, Joe? This is Dr. Perkins. Now, Joe, we want you to come back. 
We're overriding your course change, so you won't make it to the planet. Besides, even if you 
went there, you wouldn't be able to communicate with the lupoids. You don't have your 
translation device. Joe, why don't you tell me what this is all about?" 
"Ask Sirius," said Joe. 
"Did that fanatic help you plan this stunt?" yelled Bascombe. 
"No," said Joe, "but he'll understand what I'm doing. This is Weeps-For-The-Prey 
signing off." 
He ignored their further babble and, while they wasted time overriding the dummy course 
he'd set for the planet, he returned the shuttle to its original heading. Free now of any chance of 
intervention from the base, he set the power for maximum thrust. The shuttle surged forward, 
carrying him to the Translation Point and sudden, splendid oblivion. 
~rein is a Border Country tale of the origin of the English Wallflower. For it was in Olden 
Days that a lonely maid lived in an high Great Keep of the castle, at the behest of her father, the 
Earl of Tweed. His wife being dead, he feared for his daughter to be taken· from him in marriage. 
Said daughter's visage was fair, her essential nature delicate as the flower's bloom, and to think 
of the loss of her maidenhead was more than he could bear. Wherefore, Avelina, as she was 
named, lived these three years up the winding stair at the top of The Keep, seldom visiting 
below. 'Twas as pleasant as a bower, with broidered hangings and a rosy fire in winter, and an 
huge black and white plumed magpie on the perch to make her company. But for all that, 
Avelina was more unhappy than the Earl's poorest ~!.J>ecause she was a prisoner. Oft times 
she would stand at the window and stare down on the inner bailey where pages and maidservants 
trod; or mayhap she would sit on her stool embroidering a beast, creeping thing, or saint upon the 
Bishop's damask cope; then, at whiles, she might converse with the magpie. Yet oft would she 
lie upon her featherbed and weep. 
Now the magpie knew that work best loved casteth a spell on the worker thereof. For the 
Bird took note how that whene' er Avelina would sit embroidering, the tears would cease, her 
white brow clear, and peace rest upon her countenance. So one day, when it saw her staring 
sadly out the window, the magpie spoke. Come hither my young lady and set thee to thy work. 
See how the.heed of the serpent wants fastening beneath the Lord Crist's holy foot. But the 
maiden moved not. 
Nay Magpie, I cannot set it there. 
Why canst not? returned the Bird. 
Avelina answered, 'Tis not meet for one to put beneath Crist' s foot what one clutches to 
the bosom. - --· 
Tush! Said the Bird. What better place for it? But why say thou hast an adder to thy pure 
bosom? Thou art not evil! 
Yet the maid protested, saying, Had I not come to this prison, I would have thought not. 
But now 'tis revealed: I harbor this snake of self will; I grow bitter in confinement, yea, even 
against God. 
Then she hung her head and wept. Whereupon the magpie clucked consolingly. Thence, 
scattering feathers, it flew to the shutter. Now this Bird was wonderful and that not for its 
speech, but because 'twas magic! It perched on the shutter and studied Avelina's face with its 
dusky eye, the great black beak turning this way and that. Then with not a word, the Bird soared 
from The Keep. It circled the castle far above, seeing all going to and fro in the baileys below. 
But ever and anon, its gaze returned to the white-gold speck that was the face and hair of a lonely 
maid, fast in the hole of the tower. Thence, flapping its wings once more, the Bird embarked on 
a compass of the Earl's thralldom and beyond, seeking the face of another with its inward eye. 
Over the greensward, past River Tweed, beyond the wooded hill, lay a neighboring estate. 
In a stout little fortalice abode White William, young and leal. For want of payment to the Duke 
he was denied a place in Baronage. In times past there was a feud over one piece of land 'twixt 
William's father, Baron Harold Whitefoot, and Avelina's father, the Earl of Tweed. Without 
said land and its tolls, which the Earl now withheld from the Whitefoots, young William could 
not afford to buy his title. Whereas, once upon a time, William did romp about the Earl's palace 
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on his knees as little Avelina's steed, he had since been banished by reason of the feud. His 
father was now dead and be had never seen Avelina in her woman's beauty dight. 
On this spring day, William sat with bis knights and the friar in the balle of his fortalice, 
planning war. Without the window, the fair day waned toward even. Tender green buds grew on 
brown twigs of the wych-elm, and the breeze was dainty. Of a sudden a great black bird 
appeared nigh the unshuttered opening. At once a solemnness descended, and the company, for 
a moment, was hushed (though all at unawares). And quietly William spake: Having challenged 
my father's once leal friend, 1 am of a sudden troubled with second thoughts. 
Sir Robert cried out in vexation, This vengeance hast thou prepared ere thy manhood! 
Shalt thou give it over now? 
But William passed into gloom and made no answer. 
At length the friar said to the knights, We bad better take our leave. And he thought, 
Mayhap this cloud will pass upon the morrow. But as the friar rose to go, lo! His eyes beheld 
the bird which was perched on the sill. What is this!? cried he. Hast thou a pet, William? 
Peering up, William's eye lighted on the bird. Nay, I have not. 
Wottest thou whence it hails? asked the friar. 
I wot not, said the young noble, rising from the board. He approached said Magpie 
desiring to study it, but as he looked a vision clung upon his eyes, to wit: he saw himself a lad, 
straddled in play by a golden child. Dimly, behind them, perched a magpie. The scene changed 
ere the vision departed, and he beheld the maiden fonn of Avelina languishing in prison. All his 
anguish stirred and his brow was knit in toil. Anon the vision fled, and with it the bird. White 
William then bestirred himself; remembering that saying abroad that the Earl's daughter was 
held in a keep. He said right quick, Fellows stay awhile; stay 1 beg. And he clomb out the 
window, leaving his vassals to look after. 
He hearkened first after the magpie, whither it went. Finding it not, he trod up and down 
the greensward gathering his thoughts and seeking wisdom. Hidden from view, the bird cleaved 
to a branch of the wych-elm watching William at his labor. Thinking William's earnest needed 
of reward, therefore, the magpie opened a store of cunning plots, imparting one to him. Eftsoons 
the young man's countenance lightened, and he smiled. Returning to his companions thence, the 
ringing of cups prevailed; for he renewed his pledge to war. 
Meanwhile, the Earl and his pet, the Barbary Ape who conversed with him by signs, clomb 
the winding stair of the great stone keep to visit bis daughter. He bore a brace of thrushes, 
covered with a dainty sauce of almonds, spices and wine, on a silver platter. He drew the bolt 
and entered, whereupon the yellow ape commenced frolicking about the chamber, screaming and 
showing its yellow teeth. At length it settled in the rafters. Daughter, quoth the Earl, 1 bring thee 
tidings of war. 
And she, uprist from the stool, said, What. Hast thou thrown down the gauntlet? 
Nay, said be, 1 have been challenged by young William Whitefoot, that ungrateful whelp! 
He shall dree the weird! 
White William! cried Avelina. My beloved erstwhile playmate .... 
Fie, daughter. Call not that one beloved. 
Quoth she as one dreaming, staring at the floor, I have not beheld his visage, lo, these 
many years. 
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Neither shalt thou hence, warned the Earl. Instead thou shalt behold preparations below in 
the baileys where we store for his siege (should he so haply such achieve). Ere he come, a smith 
will climb to fasten a bolt inside yonder door. When we are in the throes, thou shall make use of 
it to keep the alien knights without. At these words, the Ape screamed and stomped upon the 
beam with gleeful rapidity. Suzerain, thou fool! Thou art not comic but unseemly with thine 
antics. Behave, lest I ship thee back to The Rock whence thou earnest. His speech 
notwithstanding, the Earl grinned fondly on the hairy yellow beast. 
Just then a fluttering of wings drave their attention to the window. The magpie lighted 
there, following its mission to White William's meager estate. The ape, sore vexed at the bird's 
presence, increased its clamor by swinging about the room and screaming at the magpie. The 
bird clucked and trod to and fro on the sill, saying, Check check check. 
Ah, spake The Earl, the twain chaffer one with another. Suzerain, becalm thine uproarious 
bowels ere I thrust thee from the window. 
Meantime upon seeing him, the Magpie had covertly cast a spell upon The Earl, for next he 
said, Daughter, l know that thy confinement burdeneth thee somewhat. Come to the halle with 
me on the morrow. We shall feast upon the dais and have our merriment whilst the men and 
maids do fortify the Castle. My villeins and knights shall come hither (but I shall take care that 
none come nigh thee). We may make good cheer ere we be tried of that scoundrel. The Earl 
spake again to the yellow ape: Go to, thou ape, and descend to the halle with me for meat. Then 
Avelina, upon her stool, heard the dropping of the bolt, as it echoed down the keep, and the 
sound of her father conversing with that ape as they quitted the tower for life below. 
Night passed and daybreak beamed across the Earl's thralldom, ushering wayfarers over 
the vast estate. These obtained entrance one by one from the porter, and the company within the 
fortress waxed great. Stores were laid by; straw bundles spread to cushion missiles; forges were 
fired. The war engines rumbled as oxen drew them to emplacement along the walls. 
Late in that day, The Earl, all clothed in furs and silks with a chaplet of red stones upon his 
brow, clomb the stairs with the Barbary Ape and loosed the bolt. When the door was opened, the 
ape and bird began again to spar. The Earl threatened the twain, but to no avail. Daughter, I fear 
we must needs leave the Magpie in this place, lest they destroy the feast. So 'twas that Magpie 
stayed behind. The three began to descend, and on the stair the Earl promised Avelina that a 
company of minstrels was bidden to the feast. But fear not, for there be not miscreants, nor spies 
among them. The porter hath seen to that Then be did but lightly pat her hand. Within the 
palace halle, the boards across trestles lay. The table upon the dais was linen covered, and full of 
delights. To wit: roasts of venison, partridge, peacock, kid, and braces of diverse poultry, each in 
a dainty sauce; fruits, both dried and stewed in wine; frogs, snails, and eels; breads, cheeses, 
flagons of wine and ale; then liquorice to make sweet the breath. About the Halle stood knights 
and ladies, squires and maids at boards with their trenchers, meat, and cups. There, too, fought 
the curs for bones among the rushes on the floor, and the Earl's pets caroused (apes, falcons, 
hounds, cats, and a young winged dragon or two). Thus their hearts were merry made on the eve 
of war. 
On the dais with the nobles, at the Earl's right hand, was that yellow haired ape, eating 
fruits and leaves. Avelina, comely in her white lace gown, sat quietly in a canopied chair on the 
left hand of her father. The imprisonment had deepened her to set her apart from this frivolity. 
Indeed, her separation was now inwardly wrought, so that she had no fellowship with these at all 
(and the magpie was not here for her company). Afterwards jolly minstrels came forth, praying 
aJl good weal upon the host and guests with the raising of cups. Thence these brought forth the 
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pipes and lutes, and musick filled the halle. The masked harlequin appeared for his pantomime, 
and he proved grotesque beyond imagining. His form was sore misshapen with an hideous huge 
hump upon his back, and he could but hobble about almost on all fours. In dueling, his wooden 
sword went a-thrusting, missing his opponent in ever waxing buffoonery, until the laughter rang 
about the halle. At I~ in defeat upon the floor, he croaked: Likewise shall William Wbitefoot 
fight, and end, if he continue in his folly! 0 how the company roared! 
Howsoever, nought of laughter rose in the maiden. The spectacle saddened and made her 
careful. Her hand was laid upon The Earl's sleeve. Father, may I take my leave? 
His head the Earl inclined. Art thou tired, little one? 
Yea, verily. She stood, and the Earl beckoned for a matron, but the harlequin came forth 
and croaked, I pray thee my Lord, ifl have pleased thee with my jest, I beg, let me escort The 
Lady. Her I'll safely speed to yon tower. Upon my word! laughed The Earl. For thine apt 
performance, thou shalt have that favor. But see she speak to no man upon the way, thou ill- 
favored creature, thou. 
The twain went thither in the darkness. The Harlequin, hobbling beside the maiden, took 
note on how that she withdrew herself somewhat from him. Said he, Canst thou not abide one 
who is misshapen, Mistress? 
The maid stayed her, then said in all quietness, 'Tis not thy form, but thine erstwhile 
mockery I disapprove. 
Did not the Harlequin thee entertain as be did the others? said he. 
Nay, thou didst not 
At this the Harlequin seemed to walk a whit taller. Answer truly then, said be, hast thou 
any feeling for that fellow William? 
Avelina glanced on him, fearing lest he be a spy. But she sighed, and turned her face 
towards The Keep. But lo, she said, I recall sweet fellowship from days gone by. How that he 
was my dearest playmate, and fairest to behold. And her voice faltered as she spake these words, 
dearest and fairest 
The Harlequin started. At last he said, Dost thou know what manner of man he be? 
Yea, she returned. Ifmy judgment is trusty. He is like yonder star in the firmament: all 
white and true; beyond my reach. 
With wonderment the Harlequin swung his face up toward the black vault of heaven. 
Forsooth he was White William, and now his heart did bang. Fair Avelina, spake he softly, his 
voice no longer coarse. Fast her look was fixed on him. The knot upon his back was sore 
pronounced. He fumbled at it, hearkening to see if one be on watch. Then, as she looked, he 
began to draw a cord of flax from out his hunch. Long it waxed, and he did twist it in a coil, 
speaking ever low. Sweetling, I am William, and do now declare my love. If thou lovest me, 
plight it now, for I have a plan whereby we may be wed. 
Now fair Avelina wondered: could this selfsame ugly lump be her beloved? Howsoever, 
she knew it on the instant, and touched him tenderly with fingers all a-tremble. Yea, I plight my 
troth. Now they approached The Keep, the guard of which was fast asleep owing to a potion the 
Harlequin had covertly given him before. William mounted up the ladder and entered that small 
door, and the maid forsook the starry night and clomb after. Up the winding stair they went, 
hand in hand, while their hearts beat sore. As they clomb, William spake in a voice both low and 
strong. My heart panteth after thee as deer do for the water brooks, and my troth shall be to thee 
alone. Such sweet sayings bestirred an answering in the maid. At length they reach the top and 
enter AveJina's chamber, all aglow with wax Jight. The magpie was nowhere to be seen. 
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William hid the flaxen coil beneath the canopy bed. Then quoth he, Thou shalt make sure thine 
escape through the window. Fasten the cord about the timber, which thou mayst reach by 
drawing hither yonder chest. Thou must await my signal; to wit: When the siege tower doth 
overflow with men in battle, then shalt thou descend. I will straightway come for thee. 
Heretofore the pair bad been holding hands. Now William asked, Wilt thou grant me thy 
sweet kiss in token of our pledge? 
Avelina answered softly, Yea, if thou wilt show me how. Whereupon, still wearing his 
harlequin's mask, be embraced her and gently touched her lips with his. Then William fain 
would lie with her, but she, though all aroused, said, Lord, stay thy caresses dear. My 
maidenhead is thine as the marriage gift to thee. I pray, let all these sweet secrets remain till 1 
am thine in name and heart, for then who shall gainsay it? 
William answered, Beloved, thou art the bride without blemish, thou art wise in the 
bargain. He murmured, Sweetling we shall hold. He turned and strode quickly from the room, 
looking back but once upon her visage fair. He bethought himself to bolt the door, as had the 
guard done had he not slumbered. Only after the door was closed, and William's footsteps died, 
had Avelina any thought on how, for his mask, she bad yet to see his face. 
Meanwhile, not maid nor man had taken note of that shadowy form, mutely grinning, 
among the rafters o'er the stair. When once the man took leave of the tower, this creature stirred. 
Long its reach in swinging down, descending toward the ladder. Thence the ape, traversing o'er 
the courtyard, was suddenly hailed from above. Whither goest, hairy mite, in such baste? The 
ape started then in fright and loathing. It screamed and hurried on its way, yet not ere Magpie 
flew at him. Now these two were a match in wizardry: The yellow beast with sorcerous power 
of coercion o'er unsuspecting fools, and the magpie somewhat of white power, developed in self 
will, the which she used to arrange things to her liking. So in magic, neither might suppress the 
other to gain mastery. Therefore, the bird used her talons on the primate, seizing the long talking 
fingers of his hands to crush them. He cried and writhed in torment. The men-at-arms ran to 
part them, but Magpie mounted on the wing and vanished into night. When presented to The 
Earl, the ape cried aloud, but the noble could make nought of it, for Suzerain's fingers were a 
bloody tangle. Hence, bis treacherous mission was carried out in vain. The Earl coddled his pet, 
and did call for steeped herbs and poultices for its fmgers. He would fain have ordered Magpie's 
execution, had it not been for his daughter's want of-company in her doom. 
Now proceed w~ to The Times of Battle betwixt William Whitefoot and the Earl of Tweed .. 
Wreaths of smoke do rise from the Outer Bailey of the Castle, for The Earl was not forewarned 
of William's missiles of Greek fire; which do light among the straw, catching all aflame. 
Meanwhile, The Earl's men, from boards upon the walls, pour boiling oil and molten lead on 
foes who chance beneath. Arrows, both from the yew and armour-piercing crossbow, let fly 
through the early morning air. But underground William and certain of his villeins privilY,~finish 
a tunnel which had been some months in the digging. Whilst William hit with pickaxe 
underground, he spake low beneath his breath, saying, Thou art comely as a coppice of sweet 
chestnuts, oak, or ash. The smell of thy garment is like the forest at daybreak. Such things quoth · 
he whilst the sweat rolled from off his back; and thoughts of Avelina rode his mind like stallions. 
When then the hewing and digging were now finished, andthe pillar set in place beneath the 
outer wall, William covered an in rendered fat and lit it with a torch. And once upon the 
greensward, he watched as now The Wa11 fe11 down, shaking the ground with thunderings. How 
William's men did roar! The ground shook beneath the war horses as they rode to the breach. 
Armour glinting, swords and battle axes cleaving, heads a-flying, men sundered one another in 
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the Outer Bailey of the Castle. 
'Twas beyond the curtain wall of the inner bailey, high up in the keep, that tenderhearted 
Avelina saw with horror and palpitations. Betimes she flung herself upon her knees and prayed 
aloud. Howbeit she hearkened not to that broken mortar, clinking down the chimney. At sight 
of the siege tower moving slowly through the breach, she hasted to draw forth the chest beneath 
the crossbeam. How her heart banged as she fashioned up the knot. Of a sudden, accusation in 
full measure smote her: Was she not betrayer of her father's trust? She stayed nigh the opening. 
dressed all in a green gallooned gown and bright yellow bonnet. There the understanding grew: 
The Earl did not trust her, for he had her in a prison. Now she was becalmed, her inner person 
coming forth. At that moment, the siege tower spilled its men right o'er the curtain wall. 
Avelina clomb out on the sill, perilous high. The wind blew, but she blenched not as she cast the 
chord down the dizzy heights. Now Magpie fluttered past from going to and fro amongst the 
battlers, helping William's cause. The bird watched as, all green and yellow, comely as spring. 
Avelina began now to descend. 
Yonder, across the courtyard in helm and hauberk clad, William saw the green gown 
billow in the wind. He doffed his helm and stayed to see the blossom of his heart in her 
jeopardy, before starting towards ~e tower. But as she held, the chord let loose. The flower 
dropped: his heart stood. How the echo of William's lament mingleth with the roar of young 
man at his war! And fallow his blade fell clattering down. 'Twas then a foe smote from behind, 
and, swiftly swinging with his mace, he broke William's skull. 
Now Magpie, circling up above, was witness to what passed. Swooping low she sought 
the man amongst the dead, but lo! he was not. She flew then to the tower, seeking there the 
broken body of her mistress, when lo! there was nonesuch. Howsoever, there grew a green 
stemmed yellow flower, dight with veins of red; known thereafter as The Wallflower. And there 
too grew a fair white clump of that flower named Sweet William. Thence Magpie hearkened to a 
scream and, looking up, beheld Suzerain the Ape, swinging on the shutter. She wist that be 
loosed the chord with his prehensile feet. Sadly taking to the wing, Magpie clomb above the 
tumult smoking. Ifthou'd look after, thou'd see her belly white, and hear her on the wing a- 
crying, Maaaaag, maaaaag, maaaaag .... 
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"Come Death, Destruction, Flame, and Fire, 
Come Malice, Madness, evil Spell, 
Come Darkness, Doom, or Dragon's Ire, 
I still defy thee, Fiend of Hell!" 
He took the flame upon his shield; 
It melted fast onto bis hand. 
The sword his other arm did wield 
Became a beaming fire-brand. 
What no mere mortal blade could do, 
Heat from the worm's own evil heart 
With one sword wielded fierce and true 
Did: tore the gleaming scales apart. 
The blood spurt scalding from his side; 
The dragon roared and rose in pain; 
A hundred tons of ravaged pride 
Fell in a ruinating rain 
Upon one still undaunted knight 
Who scorned to raise his useless shield, 
But lifted up with all his might 
The sword, and thus his fate was sealed. 
Down came the worm; the knight went 
down, 
But drove his point into its heart. 
Then came a blast and dinning sound 
To split the very sky apart. 
A searing blaze leapt in the air; 
The worm was his own funeral pyre. 
But also on that warrior fair 
Came death, destruction, flame, and fire. 
He stood; the words began to flow. 
With them the sun rose bright and clear, 
And then the knights beheld the foe-- 
And hand was clenched on hilt for fear. 
They saw the green and glittering scales; 
They heard the rumbling of his blaze; 
They felt their hearts begin to quail 
Beneath the venom in his gaze. 
The minstrel took his lyre up, 
His fingers poised upon the strings; 
And motionless stood knife and cup 
To watch the melody take wings. 
So silence reigned throughout the ball, 
And then the troubadour began 
With notes like drops of rain that fall 
Upon a parched and burning land. 
First soft, then like a torrent down 
It flowed, and swept them away, 
Beyond the walls, beyond the town 
Beneath the waning light of day. 
They heard the western sky tum red, 
Then fade away to black. They heard 
The stars glint silver overhead 
Until the morning breezes stirred 
A land where they had never been. 
A lull came, and they drained the cup. 
Twas e're such like enchantment when 
The minstrel took his lyre up. 
They felt the dragon's baleful breath, 
Surveyed the worm's appalling length, 
And knew why men could long for death 
Rather than assay his strength. 
They saw the ruined countryside, 
They saw smoke rising in the sky, 
They saw the serpent's ramping stride, 
And then the worm began to fly. 
Then darkness came upon them all; 
They flung them down to wait for woe, 
Save one bold warrior, strong and tall, 
Who stood; his words began to flow. 
The king unto his troubadour 
Said, "Come, a ditty while we sup: 
Some sample of your ancient lore 
To lift the weary spirits up. 
Some tale of hero true and brave 
Who faced the dragon's fire alone 
A damsel or a town to save 
And got for his reward a throne. 
A lay of beauty and of dread, 
Of starlit sky and distant shore, 
A ballad of enchantment," said 
The king unto his troubadour. 
by DonaldT. Williams, Ph.D. 
The Balladeer 
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The king then to his troubadour 
Said, "Come, a ditty while we sup: 
Some sample of your ancient lore 
To lift the weary spirits up. 
Some tale of hero true and brave 
Who faced the dragon's fire alone 
A damsel or a town to save, 
And got for his reward a throne. 
A lay of beauty and of dread, 
Of starlit sky and distant shore, 
A ballad of enchantment," said 
The king unto his troubadour. 
It seemed no time had passed at all; 
It seemed eternity had run. 
But as they left the banquet hall, 
They saw the last light of the sun. 
The night passed o'er them peacefully, 
The day saw many a noble deed. 
They gathered once more, gracefully, 
For meat and drink and golden mead. 
The king received them royally 
And greeted warmly one and all. 
Since last they'd bowed the grateful knee, 
It seemed no time had passed at all. 
<r' ./ 
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The tear flowed freely down the cheek 
Of comrades in that bitter glade; 
They cursed their hearts, too slow, too weak 
To stand and give their brother aid. 
But then the flames began to part, 
And, striding forth, the hero came: 
For those who pierce the dragon's heart 
Become impervious to flame! 
Then down as one upon the knee 
They fell, and took him as their king. 
He swore them there to fealty 
Upon his sword, still glistening. 
So courage rose within each heart, 
And with their oaths they gave it breath: 
Ne'er more from duty to depart 
Come fire, flame, destruction, death. 
"They kept those vows in many deeds, 
But those come in another tale; 
And now, my brothers, we must needs 
Drink our lord's health in frothy ale." 
Thus ended the good balladeer, 
And none could find a word to speak: 
The last note faded in the ear, 
The tear flowed freely down the cheek. 
. ,, 
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Full still they kept, 'til one man stepped 
Out bold to join the ring: 
The dancers leapt, the sailors wept; 
It was a grievous thing. 
The vision flies, the tune, it dies, 
No more the dancers sing. 
The queen, she cries; before their eyes, 
The elves are vanishing. 
To ask how long the elven song 
Was heard? No one could tell: 
The dancers hung their notes among 
The stars like silver bells. 
The mariners hark while skies grow dark, 
The notes, they rise and swell. 
And then they mark the morning lark, 
Unbroken still the spell. 
When they had been a mile or ten 
In silence wondering, 
They came within a hidden glen 
And found a wondrous thing. 
Upon a green they saw fourteen 
Maids dancing in a ring; 
And they had seen the faerie queen, 
And sweetly did she sing. 
From west to east they chase the beasts 
Through forests thick with fem. 
From great to least, they share the feast; 
They feel their strength return. 
And now desire bums like fire 
And every heart doth yearn 
To climb up higher, mount the spire, 
Secrets strange to learn. 
But of the land which lies at hand 
And begs to be explored. 
And so they stand upon the sand; 
They hunt the deer and boar. 
They break their fast, repair the mast, 
The hunstmen go ashore. 
The stormy blast through which they passed, 
They think on it no more, 
The seventh day the sun's bright ray 
At long last shines again. 
Rejoicing, they behold a bay; 
The helmsman steers them in. 
The vessel stops, the anchor drops, 
The harbor they do win. 
Their brows they mop 'neath mountain tops 
Where man has never been. 
Six nights and days the sky did blaze, 
The spray did chill the bone; 
Through mist and haze, uncharted ways 
The fleeing ship was blown. 
Six days and nights the storm afrigbts, 
The crew doth strain and groan 
'Til from the heights the lookout sights 
A shore no man has known. 
The wind doth rise, the captain cries, 
The crew doth furl the sail; 
The wind, it dies; the captain sighs, 
The crew grows wan and pale. 
And then the wind starts up again; 
The sailors' hearts do quail-- 
The boards do bend, the thunder dins: 
She rides before the gale. 
The wind was fair, the ship was yare, 
The crew was skilled and bold. 
Exotic wares and spices rare 
Were bursting from the hold. 
They gave the slip to pirate ships 
And sailed on seas untold; 
The prow did dip, the yards did drip, 
And still the ocean rolled. 
by Donald T. Williams, Ph.D. 
The King's Mariners 
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Here endeth ye legend ofye king his 
mariners. 
For many a week they hardly speak, 
Each thinks his thoughts alone. 
The sky is bleak, the wind doth shriek, 
And chill them to the bone. 
But wisdom now sits on each brow; 
They know what they have known! 
The helm knows how to tum the prow; 
The vessel sails for home. 
The wind was fair, the ship was yare, 
The crew was skilled and bold. 
Exotic wares and spices rare 
Were bursting from the hold. 
They gave the slip to pirate ships, 
And came from seas untold; 
The prow did dip, the yards did drip, 
And still the ocean rolled. 
They tramped around the island's bounds 
To hear that song again, 
But no more found that magic sound, 
Too pure for mortal men. 
They hoist the sail, they say farewell; 
Thoughts tum to home and kin. 
And yet they wail to leave that dale 
They saw the dancers in. 
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Pul was foJlowing the wizard's cat, but the cat was quick, slinking out of sight around a comer. 
Pul wasn't as sure-footed, and the soles of his moccs were too smooth for the stone stairs. He 
gazed up at Ux's crooked tower shrouded in mists and put the heels of his hands against his eyes. 
They were playing tricks on him again-the rocks seemed to be watching. 
The cat yowled on the ledge above him, nearly sending him over the cliff. He steadied 
his nerves then climbed again, but on hands and knees. Safer. He peered for a moment over the 
edge, bis hand sending pebbles bouncing down to a raging torrent. Yes, crawling was best-good 
too, if Ux got word he was coming and scanned the approach with his Magic Monocular. 
The wind took hold of Pul's shirt and shook him as the cat whisked into a tunnel. Pul 
didn't like look of the tunnel, but went in. At least there, he could stand and walk. And, she was 
waiting to be rescued. A plump little maid with rust-colored curls who was always surprising 
him by turning up. He remembered the first time she appeared, resting her anns on the top of a 
pasture gate and looking at him with mischief in her eyes. It was after one of Ux's storms, and 
the sky was still rolling with thunder. After that, she kept showing up-always unexpectedly- 
offering Pul a flower or throwing a snowball, then laughing and running away. 
Ux must like her too, for be had kidnapped her--that was the town talk. There wasn't 
much known about her. Some said she herded goats in the passes above. No one knew for sure . 
. . Pul only knew that he liked her. 
A meow echoed in the tunnel. He put a hand on the wall. He didn't like the damp feel of 
it, but needed it in the dimness. The only light was something like a flickering yellow star far 
ahead. He tried to hurry, thinking of the little maid. Though, she could probably take care of 
herself-that is, if anyone but Ux had taken her. She had plenty of nerve, liking to cat-fight with 
the other maids and tease the lads. She teased Pul about his curious hat and unusual clothes. 
Was he with the traveling circus? she wanted to know. She had kissed him ... 
The yellow star was a flickering torch in an iron bracket in the trickling wall. He grasped 
it and went out the tunnel. Night was falling, sorry to say. There were plenty of things that 
would be out and about in Ux's neighborhood-wolves and worse. 
The muscles of bis legs fluttered with fatigue. He rubbed his eyes again and the strange 
apprehension came back that the rocks were watching, amused. 
Ahead stood a narrow stone bridge without a parapet, spanning a gorge. A low shadow 
raced the bridge and disappeared in the mist. 
Pull crawled across-none too easy with the torch. He would rescue her-and, then 
propose. She seemed to like him, and she would be grateful. Perhaps she had a dowry, and they 
would be cozily well-off. She would make a nice little wife, for there was more than mischief in 
her eyes--there was a soul that could be trusted. . . 
On the other side, he was at iron doors in thick walls. They didn't appear to be guarded, 
at least not by anyone he could see. He climbed the wall on the strength of determination. 
Gaining the top, be sat for a moment studying the shadowy ward littered with strange engines of 
iron and cracked globes of glass. The moon was rising, and the cat was on the top step at the 
keep door, washing a paw with a delicate tongue. Pul pushed the end of the torch into a crevice 
by Maria Ott Tatham 
Rescue 
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Writing catches them. 
They live, 
Shapes in amber, 
Eggs from afar. 
A reader breaks them. 
The eye hears: Gilgamesh awakens! 
The Silmarils flash. The Two Trees live. 
How long do they live? 
How far do they go? 
A lover's whisper, 
A mountaineer's yodel, 
Pythagorean wisdom, 
Dreamtime lore. 
The ripples cease. They die. 
Words are breath, 
Air vibrating 
Invisible waves. 
They are heard. They are lost. 
"In the beginning was the Word ... " 
by Beth Russell 
Logos 
and, grasping a vine, descended. 
He paused to shake out his legs, then strode up the steps. He had no plan yet, just his 
dream of rescue. He knocked. 
Nothing. 
Noticing a bell-pull, he yanked. As the bell sounded-rusty tongue on duJl iron--he 
remembered that he'd left his knife at home. . . 
I 
A smaller door within the thick panels cracked open, the cat slipped through, and light 
from a lifted candle dazzled Pul's eyes. It was the little maid surveying him with pleased 
astonishment. 
She whispered, "It's you, Pul--how nice!" 
He blinked and frowned. 
She turned away, flicking her curls over her shoulder and crooking a finger for him to 
foJlow. "You can come in for a moment-but be quiet. Father is sleeping ... " 
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Hush! I will teach you humility and the beatitude of the distant stars. Do not bum too near to 
those who stand in awe of fiery splendor. Few who inhabit this earth journey to the furnaces of 
heaven and then return. Those who do, speak quietly with few and simple words. A handprint 
on a cavern wall, or footprints on a craggy shore, where footprints never were before, tells more 
to the heart than all the reams of social sophistry. Better to say that dreams are dreams and there 
is mystery, than to explain, with a polished, crippled tongue, the why and wherefore of what is 
here and what beyond. 
Star warrior! Earth warrior! Appear as neither: be as none. The soul is not illuminated 
by electricity, but by the spark of adventure, which ignites the imagination, and sets us free of 
time and space, and the nagging limitations of aged mortality. Hush, I tell you. And hush, 
repeat Fly through the cosmos on dragon wings, or in the chariot, crimson, of winged horses. 
But walk here, upon this earth of crooked imitations, on naked feet. The mirror holds but part of 
the image complete. And being liberated is seeing, wholly, clearly, all. Wisdom must but speak 
in plain and unassuming terms. For nothing is extraordinary but that the ordinary is not made 
great by being loved as mask and gown of inexplicable mystery. 
Here, then, is all that I can give to you: the handbook of your own life written palm. 
Study diligently. And sit awhile, solitary, in this velvet night, praying for no more than 
everyman's honesty. That is what makes us different from the rest, from angels above to 
subterranean moles and worms: this choice for truth. That by its steady repetition, exercised, we 
are more human with a bonded commonality, and yet we are unique. This latter can be shown 
but sometimes small, in miniature but monumental dignity. God alone will know the tale's 
telling and how each ends, as either spiritual amphibian, dynamic globe of light, or dark or gray, 
gone down to bleak oblivion in divine sorrow, hurt, at the soul's defeat. Study well: That you 
may be victorious, if secret, to all but that eternal watcher, who oversees us all and smiles or 
weeps as we are won or lost. 
by David Sparenberg 
Hand Of Fate 
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Time ago, a frog used to play with his favourite doll. Perhaps it was rather strange for a frog to 
pass ti.me with a frivolous plaything like that, but be didn't care. 
Since the frog lived in the mountains, he took the doll everywhere he went: up every 
peak, into every precipice and passage; exploring each cave and crevice with her. One time, 
they met the devil sitting across a pass, his legs spread wide, resting on the very tips of two huge 
mountains. Nearby, an angel was currying, collectingjuniperberries for bis mid-day snack. The 
devil barely acknowledged the frog, ignoring the doll. He was busy keeping an eye on what was 
gong on down below. Pointing to a thin streak of water rivuleting down the cracks, he cupped 
his hooves, and stretched them out toward the frog. It was a nice day, the sun was shining, the 
frog hopped toward the water stream to oblige the devil. He carried the water in his mouth, tried 
to squirt it into the devil's mouth. But the devil pinched his lips, keeping an eye on what was 
going on below. 
Three times the frog went back and forth, trying to squirt the water into the devil's mouth 
but it was no use. The angel was sitting now at the devil's feet, picking the biggest and juiciest 
berries, feeding them to the devil. Suddenly the devil reached over the angel's wings, grabbed 
the doll from between the frog's legs and tore her head off. Shaking the sawdust from her belly, 
he raised the doll to his mouth like a jug. Pointing a dusty hoof toward the stream, he threw her 
limp body back at the frog. 
The devil is still up there. Sitting across the pass, his legs spread wide, resting on the 
very tips of two huge mountains. Munching onjuniperberries, he is keeping an eye on what is 
going on down below. The angel is gone. I think it has starved to death. But if you happen to 
be in the heart of the Tatra Mountains, face east, look to your right. You will see a mountain 
peak shaped like a frog with his mouth open. It is called Zabia Lalka, the Frog's Doll. 
by Lala Heine-Koehn 
The Tale Of Zabia Lalka 
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Who cares what goes on it Poland or will go on 
for the next 30 or 30.ooo years. What are years to him? 
He babbles, his face distorted with cramps. 
Something's always wrong with that hemophiliac country, 
it bleeds and bleeds regardless of weather. 
He has his fill of the stories I had brought back 
from there this past year. The queues, like hungry snakes 
in front of butcher shops, fruit and vegetable stands; 
the murky coffee and cocoa ersatz, the grey sugar, the muddy soap. 
People on the streets with strings of toilet paper on their necks 
counting the precious rolls as if they were Rosary Beads. 
No napkins for babies, women using rags ... 
Bloated more than ever, he clutches his belly, says, 
It must have been I, who deceived him, feeding him 
all those cuckoo flowers, bison grass and mushrooms I had 
brought from there, saturating his guts with that red rain 
Now he is leaning on my shoulders, his ann wrapped 
around my neck and I walk him to the cellar, the attic 
up and down the stairs to keep him awake. It must have been 
the lupulin that made him drowsy, unable to stand on his own. 
I keep the conversation going, telling him about the winter 
in Poland, the year before last, the heavy frost 
and snowfall they had with no wood or coal. And the spring 
before, their soil soaked with red rain for the next 30 years. 
I flick off dead flies from pictures and windowpanes 
as we pass them on the stair, ask him to repeat: 
Chernobyl, Chernobyl to exercise his thick tongue. 
Time has a bellyache from ~e hours he cannot digest. 
He complains, his bowels are gyrating as if break dancing. 
Remembering remedies from home when I was little, 
I gave him a spoonful of coal with a glass 
of chamomile tea. He wretched, the black powder covering 
his face and my pink satin quilt he was sitting on. 
Recalling still another remedy from the washer woman 
I brewed a tea of ground mare's leaves, gentian and snakeroot. 
Adding a pinch of lupulin, I laced it with melted lard 
from a she-goat, killed because her teats dried out like gourds. 
He gulped it down and keeled over my feet. 
by Lala Heine-Koehn 
Will Time Get Better 
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My feet are getting tired from walking him up 
and down the stairs. In the back of my mind this nagging 
feeling: how long will I have to look after him? 
Will he ever get better? 
If only I could prop him against the wall, to take off 
my shoes to change into my new pink slippers I just finished 
embroidering ... 
It's odd-I can't even remember ifl told him about 
the little old lady in Warsaw who stood by the kiosk 
with the carrots and onions counting her money, then 
crossing the street, she bought two bunches of purple 
everlasting asters. 
I was telling him about. And what about the remedies 
I gave him? What coal did I use? Was the goat killed because 
she had no milk or did the fodder poison her? 
The Mythic Circle #27, pg.41 
She was an elf maiden. She came from another realm, a world of subtle, elemental creatures. 
Their reality is naturally enchanted and preternaturally sensitive. They are kinder in their 
kindness and even more compassionate in their cruelty than are we who are harsh and mortal. 
The elf maiden did not speak any of the languages now familiar to humankind. Yet we 
did communicate! It was magical. She spoke elfin, an ancient tongue with roots in the origins of 
creation. In the beginning, all firstlings of every species spoke dialects that bore the impressions 
of incipient divinity. 
Others did not see her for who and what she is (if, that is, they were quick enough to see 
her at an). But I knew her at once, even at first glance. Why this is so, I cannot say. Perhaps the 
elves danced for me when I was an infant? Perhaps they sang songs to me in elfin, while playing 
their curious and delicate instruments? Possibly one of them kissed my little infant lips and the 
perfume of her breath, like a commingling of scented herbs and wilderness flowers; the radiant 
beauty of her smile, the silken softness of her skin; or the wisdom in her passionate eyes, has 
never, never been completely erased or forgotten? I do not know the answer to this question 
"why." Like every other why, this one too hides its roots in mystery that is quick with gestures 
but scant of words. Only in symbolum does the elusive abide long enough for contemplation. 
Let that be what it may, though. It is easier to go on from here than to go bald or gray 
with guessing. Lingering from one side is as slow as glacier, acorn or even stone. Yet from 
another, it comes and goes like river water or wind blown pollen. So be it. 
One summer evening, in the twilight, watching sunset, I looked into the burning Cyclops' 
eye of the solar orb. In that instant, blinded, a shadow moved from the epicenter of crimson 
light. When I looked again, there to my surprise was the elf maiden. As if from between 
curtains, or folded sable wings, she emerged and slowly lifted her head, bringing up those eyes 
extraordinary to look into mine. Seriously, deeply, she held me in her affectionate gaze. 
It is not an easy task for a man to describe the beauty of a woman and even more difficult 
still if the woman is from a foreign realm. But such is the task before me. So I shall begin at the 
beginning, which is with her eyes. In the eyes of the elf maiden shown the soul of the elf 
maiden; that unique alchemy of womanhood and elemental spirit; and the myth of the elf 
maiden and the pure, natural love that she was made of and moved forever within and toward. 
Gray-blue eyes: eyes like the ceiling of heaven: gray for her sorrow and blue for her ecstasy, 
euphoric, and her joy. Next, the shape! Her body possessed every feminine attraction, to utter 
breathlessness. Yet her form, which whispered gentle passions in aspect as in movement, was 
delicate, like the wings of a painted butterfly, colored by nature for the purpose of soul-quieting 
enchantment and tender flight. Her mouth was lovely, inviting kisses, and each of her features: 
mischievous, sensual, and yet serene and nobly sensitive. Her hair, was yellow, soft, and the 
wind, which was only a small suggestion of wind--a wind of roses--tossed her strands and locks 
playfully, as if to say, "So would she be, if she floated on air or swam beneath the crystal water." 
The skin of the elf maiden was gold tinted and sprinkled, most delectably, with tiny 
cinnamon dots, even as if her free S<>Ul was actually a small, spotted leopard that had entered a 
living female body by jumping through a spellbound mlrrot, or through a hoop of mystical and 
by David Sparenberg 
The Elf Maiden 
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Unseen, unknown, 
Flash of a breast 
Quick as an eye 
Between veil and veil. 1 
metaphoric fire. Although concealed, this same wild animal revealed its totemic presence 
through the inviting brush of dappled cinnamon that powdered her loveliness, toe to top. The elf 
maiden's legs were long. Her shoulders were firm yet soft, her waist and neck slender but 
preciously rounded and providing allurement for the yearning clasp of her smitten observer. 
Such was the vision of beauty that I beheld. 
But now bear with me and do not be too quick to judge that I am a Romantic dreamer or 
wishful, awestruck fool. As I looked at her and she at me, she spoke profoundly in her unknown, 
native tongue, drawing close as she did so and laying her smooth right hand over my eyes, while 
pressing the index finger of her left hand to silence my lips. While the maiden spoke and 
touched me thus, I saw in my smiling darkness four pictures, as if asleep and dreaming four vivid 
dreams. First I saw a picture of the element Earth, blue and green and amazingly ftuitful. From 
the image of this beauty there arose a note of strength and dynamic grace, a wonderful, deep 
tone, blending sound and colors into one. In the second instance, I saw a picture of the element 
Air, crystalline or like a spectrum, scintillating, effulgent, and magnificent. From the image of 
this airy beauty there arose a concordant note of purity; lightsome, swift, blending sound and 
colors into wafting harmony. Then came the third vision, that of the element of Water, swirling 
and mobile, reflecting on its changing yet constant surface both earth and sky in seasons, in 
tempest mood, carnival and repose. The liquid crust but concealed a profound mystery of 
primordial beauty. From the image of this beauty there arose a balanced note, suggesting 
dancing transformations: blending sound and colors in a flowing unity. Finally, the forth vision, 
that of the element of Fire was spoken and revealed to me. Crimson and scarlet exploded and 
scattered into a million-million glowing, visible sparks; sparks that took on the shapes of living 
beings and arose and curved and formed a chain of organic light, that hungered and yearned to 
know and go everywhere and touch all that lent itself to apprehension. From the image of this 
animating light there arose a beautiful, polyphonic cord of affirmation, leaving nothing excluded 
from the symphony of life. 
Then, as I saw each element in sound and color, the images combined and shifted into the 
shape of a beautiful yellow-haired, gray-blue-eyed woman, smiling, tender: profoundly 
seductive with both instinctual and spiritual artistry. As I beheld this transformation of and into 
erotic delight, I heard the elf maiden whisper to me in pure and genteel elfin: "You must love all 
of these, to be in love with me." Then I thought that she would kiss me, so near was her speech 
that I could feel the breath of her being caressing my lips. But when she withdrew her hand and 
I opened my eyes, the elf maiden had disappeared--gone even as quickly as she bad stepped out 
of her world and magically into mine. Instead of her enticing smile, which I had hoped for, I 
looked again into the declining sun. True it was beautiful, yet a melancholy lingered before me, 
like the coolness of a shadow on the vacant air. Ah, how does the old French poet strive to retain 
it? What sad words he must employ! Melancholy attends enchantment, which, mothered out of 
mystery, slips in an out of view. 
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1[Sparenberg's note]: Lines from a poem by Paul Valery. The translation, or more exactly, 
interpretation, is my own. 
That wind, on occasion, but yet too rarely, moves me to believe it is in the breath-circuitry of 
little living things, whispering elfin and ageless. Perhaps, next time I see her, she will bring this 
entourage? Then, perhaps, I will learn the language of deer, who still bear the imprint of elf 
associations, or angels who still remember? 
Unseen, unheard, 
Chance or character ... 
I am perfume ... Moving 
In the wind. 
Where the elf maiden rests, dreams, walks or wanders now, I cannot say. I search, while I wait 
for her return, whether that return comes as kiss or poetry. As I do this, I study, diligently, the 
open textbooks of nature, and learn to love better than any man has loved for so painfully long. 
Yet what is this love I boast of? Unnamed, it stirs. It is deep. And image abides, restless but 
whole, at memory's core. Words fail and words dissolve into senses at the threshold of vision. 
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One day, the Creator he wakes up and says, now why are they so wicked down on that earth I 
made? I know they not gettin' those ideas from me, 'bout killin' and. stealin' and more besides. 
So I got to find that out. So down he sets and waits until the day is old and when the stars come 
out he sleeps in a hollow of an old banyan tree, by the water. And when he wakes up the next 
morning, he don't look like no Creator no more, he looks like one a, us. And he walks into 
town, and all the folk they just laugh at him, 'cause he got no clothes. So he says, I guess I can't 
be naked, what am I gonn' do about that? So he finds a clothesline and dresses in some pants 
and a shirt, but he can't find no boots. But he says, this oughtta be good 'nutf. It's gettin' on in 
the day, and he still don't know anyone who can tell him about human wickedness. 
So he goes to the church but there ain 't nobody there. The priest is out teachin' school. 
So he asks a feila next door, at the city hall, who he can speak to. Now the mayor says he won't 
talk to no vagrant, who don't know enoughto wear shoes, and he kicks him out. So the Creator 
he goes to the courthouse, to find out if it's against the law to have no boots. But the judge says 
be ain't no pro bono, gonna tell nobody what's what without a subpoena or a court date. So the 
Creator he goes down to the store, but the quartermaster he won't sell him nuthin', cause he got 
no money, but he says advice is free, though. So the Creator asks why folks is so bad to each 
other. But the quartermaster says he don't know, now; maybe they don't know any better. But 
the Creator says sure they do, they got all the laws they need. And the quartermaster says, "You 
think you're pretty smart, ask.in' questions you already got the answers to," and shoos him out of 
the store. 
Well, the day's gettin' pretty near over, and the Creator he doesn't know ifbe can stand 
another day like this, and he's gettin' hungry and sorta tired. He stops at the smithy near the 
outside of town, and the smith is still bangin • away at his forge. And the Creator knows now not 
to ask anything, but he waits and watches him. And the sparks are fly in' and the red hot metal 
glowin', and pretty soon that turns out to be a spade. And the smith puts it in the water to cool, 
and when he's all done, he says, ''What can I do for you, my friend?" 
And the Creator tells him about his day, and says, I'd still like to know why folks is bad 
to each other. I can't explain it. And the smith he thinks about it and he says, me neither. But I 
know when a piece a steel is goin' bad, and you can try to fix it, but it won't ever be strong as 
you mean it to be. Sometimes it'll break when you use it, and then it's no good 'less you patch 
it, but it may break again. I'd say that when I lose my own temper, I'm no good, but the 
temper's not anything I can fix. All I can do is be careful. lfl do somethin' wrong, I can't 
blame no one's temper but my own. Mebbe we all got our own tempers. 
The Creator says, yeah, that's right. And he's feel in' pretty cranky, but he decides not to 
lose his temper. But he kinda feels like he got a lot of bad advice that day. So he goes to leave, 
when someone calls out, hey, you wearin' my pants! And my shirt! And then some more folks 
come, and the mayor says, catch that man, he's a vagrant! So they try to run him down, and the 
Creator throws off the shirt and pants, and he's runnin' naked into the woods, and he's sayin' 
you just wait 'til I wake up next mornin', oh boy. But when he gets to the banyan tree, he hears 
they ain't givin' up. They's still comin'. And he thinks, this don't look good. So he climbs up 
by David J6o Fuller 
The Creator Goes Into Town 
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Forty-nine beautiful sinners 
Straining to sip 
That perfect forgiveness. 
With aching arms, 
Shoulders bare and bruised, 
They pour their souls into 
Hades' infinite um. 
Their murderous hands - blistered, 
Broken, 
And busy with repentance - 
Offering the blood of life 
To eternal want, 
And spending themselves 
Repaying the Styx. 
by John Gangnagel 
Danaids 
the tree and tries to hide, but the dogs they got with 'em know he's there. And when the folk get 
there they tie ropes to the branches and try to pull it over. But the tree's so wide and strong it 
takes 'em a long time. The Creator, he waits in the tree and just before dawn, when the tree is 
tiltin' from being pulled on so much, he falls asleep. 
He wakes up and he's high above the earth again, loolcin' down, thinkin', now w-!iere is 
tliat town, I'm gonna get rid of it And when he sees it, he hears the priest tearing into them 
other folks for their meanness, and the smith tellin' them they was actin' like fools over a 
stranger who didn't have nuthin'. And the other folks is ashamed, chasin' a naked man into the 
woods like that They even had the old tree half over. And the Creator can see into their hearts 
now, and he sees their tempers, and he holds his own. So instead of takin' that whole town 
away, he just gently eases that banyan tree back into the ground, slow, so as not to hurt it any. 
And the town folks think that is just a miracle, and feel scared besides. So for a day or two 
everyone is real nice to each other, and they try to be extra good. But that don't last too long. 
But the Creator, he doesn't take the town away even then. 
Lucky for us. 
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It was late, very late, when it happened, and I was I believe ten. When one is ten, everything is 
magic, no matter who you are; you are just on the cusp of the real dangers of life, looking back 
through Alice's magic mirror. You are still young enough to dream, but not yet old enough to 
have your dreams bothered by thoughts of romance or the wild, harsh, adult world. The dreams 
dreamt in youth are those of pure magic, of the songs that spiders play upon their silken harps, 
and the words that the wind sings. This is true whether these dreams are dreamt awake or asleep, 
and certainly the borders between the lands of what is faerie and what is solid, cold earth are still 
very very fuzzy. 
I still do not recall why I chose that night of all nights to stay up late. I recall lying in 
bed, listening to the crickets chirping in the brush, the bullfrogs singing to their ladies on the 
pond. I knew it was midnight after a while, for I heard the town clock toll, making a sonorous 
tone in the wilderness beyond my window. 
By two o' clock, the frogs had settled down, and there was a cat fight in progress down in 
the yard. I got up to watch, but all I saw in the dim moonlight were shadowy shapes in motion. 
The dawn came as I stood, looking at them. My eyes widened as I saw its approach. 
Literally, the Sun came to my window. 
It was he, as real as any picture in my fairy-tale books, or tales of the gods of the ancient 
lands of the Greeks or the Celts. I was entranced. He was tall, and he shone with an 
unbelievable brilliance. A great train of red and orange gold flowed about him, and his clothing 
was crimson, like blood. He came to my window at last, and we looked at one another with 
interest. 
He held out a long, white-gloved hand to me. "Come," he said, "take my hand." I took it, 
as the world brightened. 
The two ofus walked over the sky. I saw the towers of Persia below us, domes of 
glinting gold, and I recognized the Eiffel Tower farther on. People awoke as we passed, and I 
watched the world begin its day. It was beautiful. Each country had its own very different 
colors and patterns of nature that hit my eyes in a kaleidoscope of color, during that second that 
we spent moving over the world. A polar bear jumped into the ocean, and a whale spouted to us. 
The trees that were golden with fall in one land were green with summer in another. We jumped 
far above them, from cloud to fluffy cloud, dancing in the air. I felt no fear. 
Suddenly, then, that second was over, and we came to the very edge of the world, and his 
home. I stood on the last cloud of the Earth and looked back and saw darkness creeping towards 
me, the moon shimmering down. I could hear the soft sound of Sleep beginning. I turned away 
to the palace of the Sun. 
Trumpets sounded, brass and bold, as we crossed the threshold hand in hand. It was all 
golden, this place. There were mirrors without and within that turned the spiraling staircases, the 
pearly floors, the chandeliers, into a dazzling prism, and for a while as he showed me about I 
danced laughing over and under a miJJion rainbows. 
Then we turned again and left the palace, went out onto a high balcony that encircled it. I 
could see other castles now, twinkling in the night about and I asked him what they were. 
"Those are the homes of the Stars of the Universe," he told me. "Each of them reigns over a 
byJAHowe 
Golden Halls 
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world or many of their own, as I do. As we walked you did not see the others that I hold, did 
you?" 
We went back inside then and the outer doors were shut. I was brought to a banquet hall 
and given food, though what it was I couldn't tell you now. I know only that there was music, 
and we were not alone in that hall, he and I. 
We danced, as the music grew louder, more lovely. More people came in, with golden 
faces and cherubic miens, and we twirled about to the songs of a thousand gold harps. On and 
on we danced and I lost the time. 
I cannot remember how it ended. Suddenly, though, the hall was bare and quiet save for 
the two ofus. The Sun regarded me. "Would you stay with me, here," he asked then, "if you 
could?" 
I wanted to. At that moment, I wanted more than anything to be his lady and live in his 
golden, brilliant palace. I wanted to be here when he returned from his daily walk, and I wanted 
to go and visit the other stars some time. 
Then, thoughts of home began to creep in, and my dog's barking came faint to my ears. I 
wondered who would feed him if I were gone, and if my family would miss me. He saw the look 
in my eyes and nodded, sadly. "I will take you back, then," he said. 
We wandered back over the world, and I wondered what day it could be as we passed 
over the Netherlands and Sweden. The clouds stretched out obligingly and soft to the touch. 
Finally we reached my window again. 
He stood and held my hand for a long time there, and then he leaned down and kissed me 
on the cheek and the spell was broken: I was a little girl again. 
I felt different in some way that I couldn't explain at the time, but I now know what it 
was. Alice's window bad cracked and broken that night with my decision, leaving me on the 
threshold of adulthood. 
Many times after that I have risen early to see the Sun rise, watching and waiting for him. 
Most of the time I fall asleep, long before the crickets have quieted and there are less cars 
on the highway. Sometimes I do see the sun rise, and I sit and look at the brilliance outside, 
thinking of him. l can feel him then, and I know that he is still alone in his great palace beyond 
the length of the world. 
He has never come back to me, and I do not think he ever will. I am older now, much 
older than ten, and the dreams of that age are only faint whispers in my mind. I wonder 
sometimes if my daughter will ever see him, and if he will succeed in taking her from me as he 
could not take me. I wish sometimes that I had stayed. 
Then, I think of the frogs on the pond, and of rolling down grassy hills on summer 
afternoons, of making snowmen in winter and sharing an umbrella in the rain. I could never give 
these things up. I wonder who could. 
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When I see you waiting on the bridge 
where the magpies' wings meet, I will ask you 
to give me a bowl of gruel made of seven herbs 
you picked to ward off spirits who devour 
the body and soul. For you promised, 
remember, to keep my body supple and young 
and twenty one blue horses to take me 
where no even they will dare to ask. 
by Lala.Heine-Keehn. ........ .' ':~ .. ~".,'.... . .... :=-:.~ ,:. ~-, .... 
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scented with cruysanthemtims to Reep it 
supple and young forever. 
You promised to give me twenty one blue horses 
to take me wherever I want and no one, 
not even they will dare to ask 
where and for how long. 
I will wear the cherry cloak you promised, 
lined with the most exuberant red 
that will billow around me like wings 
of a moon-struck bird and we will fly, fly, 
the horses and I. 
I will paint with gossamer the inexplicable 
landscape of the camphor tree that grows 
a thousand branches, a branch for each 
sad care that troubles those who love. 
No one, not even I, will know 
which branch belongs to whom and why. 
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1Euripides, Hecuba, trans. William Arrowsmith, Euripides III, ed. David Grene and Richmond 
Lattimore (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1958) 570-571. 
Later, however, she did see him, and see him fully. Later, when she stood in the temple of 
Thymbraean Apollo (the sun god who hated her sister), silent and straight as one of the pillars. 
Male members of the family stalked about like restless panthers, whispering among themselves, 
heedless of her. It was Polyxena's wedding day. Who was this man, this Achilles, and why did 
he want to marry her? Yes, I know we stole a woman, but look, we have another here-would 
you like to have her instead? But still, Achilles would lift the siege and send the Greeks-his 
own people-away from Troy. For this she waited for him. This was her girlish act, the 
decision for which she has been criticized. Yes, make them go away, please. I look to you to do 
it, for I know otherwise we are all going to die. There was nothing romantic in this. 
Achilles had made his entrance into the temple. He did not look like the raging demon 
who had slaughtered her people and dragged Hector in endless dusty circles. On his head he 
wore the marriage crown, his feet were bare, and he looked ... happy. That was it, quite simply: 
an expression of almost childish joyfulness, an open face worn only by those who allow their 
passions to lead them. 
Achilles first saw Polyxena as she stood from up high, at the edge of Troy's stone walls. A 
female face, a white arm outstretched, tossing down bright objects of gold. They fell through the 
air and landed on the scales below, revealed as women's jewelry=-earrings, gold bracelets-the 
sort wily Odysseus bad brought to the royal palace of Scyros, presenting them in the hall for the 
eager girls. Polyxena, however, was not considering the loss of her trinkets. Her eyes, narrowed 
and steady as Athene's (be bad seen that sea-bird's eyes), watched the two pans of the scales, on 
which lay heaps of Trojan wealth on one hand and her brother's mangled body on the other. She 
was noting the smooth rising and falling of the pans. Would they align equally, or would they 
dip towards earth on the corpse's side, still unappeased? She had not seen Achilles, not then. 
What of her, then? 
A child of Troy, admired in ancient times for her courage. A child, indeed, who has 
lately fallen into disfavor: too girlish, foolish in her love, quaint in her modesty. She lacks the 
glamour of a figure such as sister Cassandra., rushing among the palace rooms, singing doomsday 
songs like a manic trapped bird. There is no magic, no oracular power in Polyxena--only her 
firm resolve, only her careful movements, "hiding what should be hidden from men's eyes" even 
as she falls dead. 
"O Mother, Mother, /now I go below .. " 
Euripides, Hecuba1 
by Susan Nakasora 
Polyxena: A Study of a Minor Character 
... .. ~ -~ 
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Morning brought Cassandra flying into Polyxena's room, an inexorable flood of words pouring 
from her cursed mouth. 
Your blood will stain ... 
Polyxena screamed NO. She clapped her hands over her ears and backed out of the 
room, all the while glaring at her sister, as though she were an unpredictable enemy. 
Her throat will swell open to the knife. 
Her blood will stain my altar. 
That night (when sleep did, inevitably, come), Polyxena perceived herself lying in bed----ordinary 
enough, except everything was tinted blue, immersing her room, her blankets, herself, in its chill. 
As this was a dream, she assumed she had woken up. But just then, an ann emerged from 
underneath the floor, an inhumanly bluish-white arm, with fmgers that seized her wrist, and 
pulled. As this was a dream, Polyxena felt neither fear, nor surprise. With her captive hand, she 
gripped the ann, feeling the smooth, cold flesh, and pulled back, as if to drag it up and whatever 
it was attached to. At the same time, she opened her eyes hard and wide, willing herself to 
awaken. It was a trick she had learned in childhood-how to get out of nightmares. It did not 
always work, but this time it did. As Polyxena truly woke, she felt the arm dissolve beneath her 
fingers. The room was normal again. There was nothing there. 
Achilles is dead! 
Achilles, the monster, is dead! 
That was what revelers were saying that evening, within the walls of Troy. Deiphobus 
boasted how they would barter his body to the Greeks, the price that of the gold they had lost. 
He affectionately reassured his sister that she would soon have her jewelry back. Then he turned 
away, already forgetting her. She, too, turned away, and retreated to the silence of her private 
chambers, and to her troubled thoughts, and waited for nothing but sleep. 
There was blood. There was so much ofit. Cassandra (raving in the women's rooms, her eyes 
dead-glued) had spoken that morning of viscous red pools, the taste of rust in her mouth. 
Polyxena was too shocked to cry out, or faint, or even run off. She did not move at all, 
and so took everything in. But he was only struck in the heel, only the heel. Paris had walked up 
to them all and now stood waiting. Deiphobus jeered. AchiJles lay on the temple floor, dark red 
streams dampening his clothes, trickling from his slack mouth. He was not quite dead. His eyes 
were open, wide, and staring straight at Polyxena. It was a horrible stare, monstrous in its 
disbelief; it turned her to stone. Then Achilles' head bowed to the ground, and the men lifted up 
the corpse and carried it off. 
Guided by Apollo himself, Paris stepped out from behind a column and let the arrow fly. 
But this is betrayal, this is betrayal. The words insistently marched through her brain. 
Everyone in the temple came forward to greet him, an honored guest. 
Dcipbobus, why do you embrace him as though he were your brother? 
The two men smiled, and laughed. 
Paris ... 
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But Polyxena's soul had slipped away. While dying, she had a vision of a man, tall and 
impossibly dark, and he stood as a statue with face averted from her, and he filJed her with an 
unexplainable terror-if he did tum his face to her and she could see it at last, she knew it would 
be more than her sanity could bear. And then he faded, and she saw a woman's face, unnaturally 
wan, but her eyes shone and she was smiling at her, and the terror seemed to ebb away again. 
Parted from her body, Polyxena descended to Hades, as souls bad done before her and 
would do ever after. She drifted down to the blackish river of the Styx, where the dead moaned 
on its banks, and the night air was heavy with the scent of unhealthy vegetative growths, and an 
old man in a boat was waiting. Polyxena did not care about any of this, though she stepped into 
the flimsy little bo.at and let the ferryman begin his journey, yet again, to the kingdom of the 
dead. She did not care about the murky water or the dim shapes floating within it; she did not 
The thought came to her, but Polyxena did not know from where. Yet the internal voice was like 
a hand which smoothed down the terrified wailing inside her, and kept her standing erect before 
those who would kill her. Events occurred senselessly, betrayals heaping upon each other as 
quickly as the downward flight of Ate, Delusion herself, who bad crashed onto the land here 
many, many years ago. Polyxena had nothing left save her voice. 
And so she ordered the guards to let her go, and addressed the men before her. 1 am a 
member of royalty. I am still a free woman. As such she would die, embracing death over 
slavery-to them or to any man. She would also give Neoptolemus a choice in bow to kill her. 
Silently, she gripped her tunic with both hands and ripped it open, exposing her chest. 
(Inside the ruined palace, Helen had done the same, her breasts having the remarkable power to 
avert a vengeful husband's sword.) Polyxena gestured to her neck, then her chest. To kill her as 
a sacrifice, or as an enemy? Neoptolemus stepped forward; he chose the former, and sliced her 
throat. 
Neck welling with blood, Polyxena kept herself covered as she crumpled to the ground. 
She was still modest; the men must be made to see and hear, but she resented their presence, all 
the same. 
I 
Slowly, in smaU groups, they came forward to the altar. Some wept, some cheered, many 
threw leaves over her body-her prize for having been brave, for she had, in her way, competed 
against them all. 
This could not be happening. (But she had already experienced that feeling over and over, so 
many times.) She saw the immobile faces of warriors, waiting. (Why were they still here?) Her 
city, or rather, the ruins of it, lay smoking and desolate behind them. Nothing else to be done 
now. Nothing else. Polyxena, it is time to. die. 
The dead do not enjoy being dead, and warriors least of all. But no one had or ever 
would have again the arrogance of Achilles, who rose up-if only in men's dreams-after the 
destruction of Troy, and demanded a Jiving woman as his share of the spoils. Being Achilles, he 
had to be placated, as he had always been. And so, as it was said, with little else to Jose, 
Polyxena was forced apart from her wailing mother and led out to his tomb where the Greeks 
had assembled. Neoptolemus, Achilles, own son, held the knife. 
While Agamemnon spoke to the crowd, Polyxena was made to stand before them as a 
sacrifice-not to a god, but to a man who could not accept his own limits. 
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There was a single cause for his demise - 
his frozen, stony tongue could never tell! 
He gazed into a Gorgon's lifeless eyes 
in search of love to raise him from his Hell. 
The story is a classic, ageless myth - 
a quest for love gone horribly askew. 
A trusting soul who trusted too much with 
his heart, leaving his mind behind to rue 
the carelessness of love, the faith misplaced. 
And now he stands, a statue of remorse, 
with love's trite hope chiseled into his face, 
and eyes e'er ope'd to love's misleading course. 
I wonder if his frozen, icy gaze 
looks back to find some wiser yesterdays. 
by John Gangnagel 
Sonnet XLIII: Old Hero 
-The End-- 
care, when she disembarked and began walking, about the three-headed canine monster that 
sniffed her as she went by; she did not even care about the dark palace off in the distance, which 
housed the gods of the dead. She kept walking, walking through groves of slender willow, 
cypress, and various still pools, until she came to a silent field of asphodel. There seemed to be a 
sort oflow-lying fog around the meadow, a gray mist, but not so dense that she could not see 
someone standing among it, waiting for her. A ghost, a young man, without his annor, a crown 
of laurel leaves encircling his head. He was waiting for his bride. Polyxena came forward. 
The Mythic Circle #27, pg.SS 
The battle lies within. · 
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We are the half people, 
Children of the Fall; 
The dueling people, 
Born of a sin. 
We are the flesh-eaters 
The sin-breeders 
Tossed on the seas of impulse 
Tethered to the last remains 
Of some distant dream. 
Do we remember our place 
In the greater scheme? 
The fusion of thought and urge; 
We fight the constant war 
Of reason and desire. 
For we are both beast and god 
Both lust and love; 
Rain and fire. 
Centaurus and Chiron, 
Equally our brother, 
Ixion and Chronos 
Each our father. 
And in the night of friction, 
Of savage mutiny, 
Whose descendant are you? 
Which side do you choose? 
To die by a friendly shot 
Or live interminably 
In Ixion's shame. 
The choice belongs to us all; 
by Amyann Faul 
Centaur War 
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David J6n Fuller was born and raised in Winnipeg, Manitoba, except for one year spent in 
Edmonton, Alberta. He trained in theatre at the University of Winnipeg, and later moved to 
Amyann Faul is farm girl from Southern Ontario, Canada. She is an undergraduate student at 
Redeemer University College. This coming academic year she is attending Oxford University, 
England, to study at the Centre for Medieval and Renaissance Studies. Amyann has had a 
lifelong passion for symbol, myth and numinous fantasy and hopes to go on to graduate studies 
in such a field. 
Kathy Edwards lives in the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia and loves to do Fantasy art. She 
is a member of the Blue Ridge Potters Guild. She really enjoys doing illustrations for The 
Mythic Circle, and her dragons have appeared in our pages. Her webpage is 
<KEdwardsStudio.com>. She would love to hear your ideas for fantasy ceramics which you 
would like to see made. You can contact her at <ekathy@cox.net>. 
S. Dorman is currently working on a speculative piece about the early life of the King of Gondor 
(Elessar) in Middle-earth; and on a novella, In the Garden with Mark Twain and CS Lewis. A 
sample of an earlier dialogue is to be published in The Lamp-post. Her work has appeared in 
regional publications, in literary and little magazines; and a short story, "Woman in Winter, with 
Flat" is included in an upcoming Goose River Anthology. The story is an excerpt from her series 
of rural town novels with mythic overtones, a sample of which can be read at: 
<godsaid.blogspot.com>. 
Joe R. Christopher has published numerous poems, two plays (including "Retirement: A 
Masque," which appeared in The Mythic Circle), and ten short stories (including two in The 
Mythic Circle). His poem about the Pandora myth, "Interiors and Exteriors," appeared in The 
2005 Rhysling Anthology: The Best Science, Fantasy, and Horror Poetry of 2004, published by 
The Science Fiction Poetry Association and Dark Regions Press. Twice be has won a 
Mythopoeic Scholarship Award for his academic books. This summer in England, he will be 
presenting two critical papers on Tolkien. He serves on the editorial board of The Mythopoeic 
Press. 
Bonnie Callahan has contributed art to Mythopoeic publications for over 3 decades. She was in 
on the premiere of Myth/ore, Mythprint, Mythril, and Parma Eldalamberon. Bonnie has worked 
as a background stylist in the animation industry for over 20 years, and also designs logos, 
posters, and cards, as well as painting art on rocks. 
Tim Callahan graduated from the Chouinard Art School with a degree in illustration. He bas 
worked in the animation industry as a background designer and layout artist for over 20 years 
and has regularly contributed art for The Mythic Circle. He and Bonnie met while working on 
the infamous Bakshi production of Lord of the Rings. 
M. Lee Alexander is a professor of English and ESL at Virginia Wesleyan College in Norfolk, 
Virginia. 
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Maria Ott Tatham lives in Ohio with her husband Tom. She is very interested in the literary 
fairytale. Her stories have appeared in The Mythic Circle and in Deep Magic: E-zine of High 
David Sparenberg is a poet-playwright, Shakespearean actor, stage director, storyteller, author 
and workshop facilitator. His literary work has appeared in over 100 periodicals and journals in 
six countries and he is deeply involved in a teaching project called Mythic Impro: Becoming Who 
You Always Were. David can be contacted for performances, classes and friendly exchanges at : 
<EartbArtsVegas@yaboo.com>. Having lived for years in the Pacific Northwest, he is 
currently on an extended visit to Las Vegas, working with the Native American cultures of the 
Southwest. 
Beth Russell is an antiquarian book.seller. In her former life as a botanist she wrote several very 
pedantic books about African plants. She is now working on a very pedantic study of Galadriel, 
and the poem was inspired by contemplating Uncle Feanor, who created both the Silmarils and 
the Feanorian script. Beth is astonished that a poem came into her head. 
Susan Nakasora resides in the San Francisco Bay Area and is an editor at an entertainment- 
related Internet company. When not devoting time to the volatile dot-com industry, she has been 
exploring her interests in myth and Jungian psychology. Her previous project was providing the 
voice-over text and inspiration for "The Bowl," a multimedia dance project about feminine 
symbolism and the search for identity, performed at APAture and the Varnish Fine Art gallery. 
"Polyxena: A Study of a Minor Character" is her first published written work. 
Jef Murny is best known for his illustrations of whimsical tales and poems, including the works 
of J.R.R Tolkien; be is also an avid proponent and sub-creator of contemporary Catholic 
religious and sacred art. More of his work can be seen online at <www.JefMurny.com>. 
JA Howe bas been writing science fiction and fantasy, in both poetry and prose forms, for about 
ten years now. Her most recent work can be seen at the online magazines PariahOnline 
(dotguy.net) and at Ultraverse.com. She also has written frequently for the print magazine 
Pablo Lennis. 
Lala Heine-Koelan was born in Poland, and lived near the Tatra mountains (where "Zabia 
Lalka" is set) when she was young. She has published several books of poetry, and her poems 
have appeared in many literary magazines, including The Mythic Circle. She is especially 
touched that a poem she wrote about a friend of hers, Roma Czamobroda, is now included in the 
Department of Oral History at the U.S. Holocaust Museum, in Washington D.C. Currently, she 
lives with her family in Victoria, British Columbia, Canada. 
John Gaagnagel has been writing poetry for well over a decade. Much of this poetry has been 
inspired by Greek Mythology, as are the poems included in this issue of The Mythic Circle. He 
currently resides in the Tampa Bay area of Florida. 
Iceland, where he spent two years studying that country's language and literature. His fiction has 
appeared in The Icelandic Canadian Magazine and Logberg-Heimskringla, the Icelandic 
biweekly, and online in The Harrow and Alien Skin Magazine. 
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. . To ~ issues v~ the ~temet and for infc:-mation about electronic submissions, see 
the website for the Mytbopoeic Society ·at <www.mythsoc.org>. 
We have, as yet, no hard and fast length limits, but we are a small publication. We have 
to think very well of a story 5000 words long to publish it, and shorter stories have a better 
chance. By editorial policy we favor our subscribers. We also favor those who show their 
desire to improve their work by revising their submissions and submitting them again, even if 
they do not exactly take our advice. Submissions should be double-spaced and should include 
stamped, self-addressed envelope. 
The Mythic Circle is a small literary magazine published by The Mythopoeic Society, 
which celebrates the work of C. S. Lewis, J. R. R. Tolkien, Charles Williams, and other writers 
in the mythic tradition. It has become an annual. The next issue, #28, will appear some time in 
. ~ 2006. Copies of previous issues are available through the Mythopoeic Society Orders 
Department. The subscription price (prepaid) for the next annual issue is $8.00. For 
subscriptions and past issues, write to: Mythopoeic Society Orders Department, 920 N. Atlantic 
Blvd. #E, Alhambra, CA 91801. Submissions and letters of comment should be sent to: 
Gwenyth Hood, English Department, Marshall University, Huntington WV 2570 l. 
# # # 
Donald T. Williams holds a B.A. in English from Taylor University, an M.Div. From Trinity 
Evangelical Divinity School, and a Doctorate in Medieval and Renaissance Literature from the 
University of Georgia. He has authored three books and written numerous essays and poems 
which have appeared in such publications as Christianity and Literature, Mythlore, and VII. His 
next book, Mere Christianity: Perspectives on the Human Condition from Chesterton, Lewis, 
and Tolkien, is due out from Broadman & Holman in February 2006. He serves as Professor of 
English and Director of the School of Arts and Sciences at Toccoa Fa11s College in the hills of 
Northeast Georgia. His poem, "Balladeer," was published in MC 26 with two stanzas missing. 
so it is reprinted here in its entirety, along with a new poem, "The King's Mariners." 
Emily Tolson is an iJlustration student at the University of Stellenbosch in South Africa. She 
exists on a diet of all things fantasy and has had work published in Strange Horizons. 
Fantasy & Science Fiction. For this issue, she enjoyed telling a story inspired by Bonnie 
Callahan's Story Quest illustration. 
